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The chief aim of the Editor of this volume has been to give ji 
collection of such of the Favourite English Ballads^ — written 
since the commencement of the last century — as best admit of 
picturesque illustration ; and by a combination of the produc- 
tions of Modem Poets and Modern Painters, to present to the 
literary world an acceptable Gift -book. 

The Poets themselves have, in their JyTical pieces, so often 
interchanged the words " Son^.^^ and " Ballads," that he has 
felt liimself at liberty to inclWte aiifew w;eiljknown verses which, 
perhaps, more properly belon^J^jthe; former class. He offers 
this explanation, lest he may becEarged with departing from 
the promise of the Title-page. 

To those living Authors who have kindly permitted him to 
enrich the volume with flowers picked from their gardens, and 
to the Artists, who have so ably assisted him in the adornment 
of its pages, his thanks are especially due. 
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The dews of Huramer-night did fall ; 

The moon, sweet regent of the sky, 
Silver'd the walls of Cumnor Hall. 

And mam- an onk tlint gi'ew tlierelii-. 

Now nought waa hcHi-d bcnefitli the wkic 
The sounds of busy life were still - 

Wave an unhnppy lady's wighs, 
That isHned from tliftt lonely pile. 

"Leicester!" she cried, "is this thy love. 
Tliat thou so oft hast sworn to me. 
To leave me in this lonely grove. 
Immured in shftmefiil privity r 




CIMNOR HALL. 

"No iiiore i\um coiiTHt with lover's speeil, 
Thy oncc'-lH'loved bride to see ; 
But be slie 'live or be she deaxl, 

I fear, stem Earl, 's the same to thee. 

'' Not so the usage I received, 

When happy in my father's hall ; 
No faithless husband then me grieved. 
No chilling fears did me appal. 

" T rose up w^th the cheerful mom, 

No lark more blytlie, no flower more gay ; 
And like the bird that haunts the thorn. 
So memly suult the livelonuf dny. 

*' If that mv l)eautv is but sniall. 

Amongst court-ladies all despised — 
Why didst thou rend it from that hall. 
Where, scornful Karl. it. well was prized r 

• And when you first to me made suit, 
J low lair I was, you oft would say ; 
And, proud of con(^uest, pluck'd the fruit. 
Then let\ the blosscun to decay. 

" Yes, now neglected and des]»ised, 
The rose is pale, th(» lily 's dead ; 
i^ut lie that onc(j their charms so prized 
Js, sure, the cause those charms are fled. 

" For know, when sick'ning grief doth prey, 
And tender love 's repaid with scorn, 
'J'he sweetest beauty will decay — 

Wliat floweret can endure the storm ? 
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CrMNOR HALL. 

** At conrt, Yva told, is beauty's throne, 
Wliere every lady's passing rare,— 
That eastern flowers, that shame the sun, 
Are not so glowing, not so fair : 

" Then, Earl, why didst thou leave the beds 
Where roses and where lilies vie, 
To seek a primrose, whose pale sliades 
Must sicken when those gaudes are by r' 

** 'Mong rural beauties I was one ; 

Among the fields wild-flowers are fair : 
Some country-swain might me have won. 
And thought my beauty passing rare. 

" Hut, Leicester — or I much am wrong, 
Or 'tis not beauty lures thy vows ; 
Plather ambition's gilded crown 

Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 



(( 
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Then, Leicester, why, again, I plead, 
(The injured surely may repine), - 

Why didst thou wed a country maid, 

When some fair princess might be thine ? 

Why didst thou praise my humble charms. 
And, oh ! then leave them to decay ? 

Why didst thou win mo to thy arms, 
Then leave me mourn the livelong day ? 



** The village-maidens of the plain 
Salnto me lowly as I go ; 
Envious they mark my silken train, 
Nor think a Countess can have woe 
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riMN«»K iiAi.r,. 

*• How far lews blest am 1 than tlieiii. 
Ihiily t(i \nnv ami waste with eaiv ! 
Like the piK>r plant that, innti its stem 
Divided, ttvls the chilling air. 

"Nor, cruel Karl, can 1 enjoy 

The huTn])le charms of sc»litude ; 
Your minions proud my peace destrny, 
Hy sullen frowns or pi-ating rude. 

" Ijast niglit, lus sad J chanced to stiiiv. 
The village death-bell sm(»te my ear: 
Thev winkM aside, and seemM to sav, 
'Countess, prepare: thy end is near!* 

" And now, while happy peasants sleep. 
Here I sit lonelv and forlorn : 
No one to soothe me as I weep, 
Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 

" My spirits flag, my hopes dec^y - 

Still that dread death-bell smites mv ear 
And many a l)oding seems to say, 
• Countess, prepare : thy end is near I' " 

Thus, soiv and sad, that lady giieved 
In Cumnor Hall, so lone and dri'ar. 

And many a heartfelt sigh she heaved, 
And let fall manv a bitter teai*. 

And ei-e t!ie (hiwn of day appeai'M 
In Cum nor Hall, so lone and drear. 

Full iniuiy a pieiring scix'am was lK*aitl, 
And manv a <'rv nf mortal feai". 
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CUMNOB HALL. 

The death-bell thrice was heard to ring ; 

An aerial voice was heard to call ; 
And thrice the raven flapp*d his wing 

Around the towers of Cumnor Hall : 

The mastiff howl'd at village door ; 

The oaks were shattered on the green : 
Woe was the hour, — for never more 

That hapless Countess e*er was seen ! 

And in that manor now no more 
Is cheerful feast and sprightly ball ; 

For ever since that dreary hour 

Have spirits haunted Cumnor Hall I 

The village-maids, with fearful glance, 
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall, 

Nor ever lead the merry dance 

Among the groves of Cumnor Hall. 

Full many a traveller oft hath sigh*d, 
And pensive wept the Countess' fall, 

As, wand'ring onwards, he has spied 
The haunted towers of Cumnor Hall. 
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Au. in tiw Duwm liw tlect viui iiiuur'iJ, 

The steeamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyed Susan came aboard,— 
" Oh ! where ehall I my true-love find r 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell mc true, 
If my sweet William Kails among the crew." 






William, who high upon the yard 

Roclc'd with the billow to and fi-u, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heart), 

He eigh'd, and cast his eyes below : 
The cord slides swiflly through his glowing hands. 
And (quick as li|rhtniii^) on the deck he Htandf. 
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So the Bwect lark, liigh poined in air, 
Shnta close his pinions to his breast, 

(If chance his mate's shrill call he hear.) 
And drops at once into her nest. 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 

Might envy William's lip those kiHses sweet. 
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HI.AOK-EYEU Sl'SAN. 

*' ( ) Susan, Susaii I lovely dear, 

Mv vows shall ever true reiiuiiii : 
Ixit ine kiss off' that fulling tear; 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds ! my heart shall Ih» 
The faitliful compass that still |)oint« to thee. 

*" Jielieve not what the landsmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant miml ; 
They'll t<jll thee, sailors, when away, 

In ever}' 1)011 a mistrt\ss find : 
Yes, yes! believe them when they tell thee .so. 
For thou art present wheresoever 1 go. 




*' Jf to fair India's coast we sail. 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright 
Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale, 

Thy skin is ivor}- so white. 
Thus every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 
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" Though battle call me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 

W^illiam shall to his dear return. 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly. 
Lest precious tears should drop fn)m Susan's eye." 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosom spreatl ; 

No longer must she stay aboard : 

They kiss'd, she sigli'd, he hung his head. 

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land : 

"Adieu!" she cries ; and wav'd her lily hand. 




K1>WIN ANI> KMMA. 

Kak ill lliu wiiiiliiigH of II viklu. 
Fiust l)y a BlicItoriii(? wooil. 

The Kafe it-tn-at .,f Ik^allli un.l W-ucf-. 
All liunilili- futtiige still"! : 

Tliort! U-auli-wus Emma Huiirisli\l fuir. 

Ht'tioatli a niotlier's ovi' : 
WhoHt- uiily wisli on I'srtli wok now 

Ti> 8W hiT lilusH'd, and die. 

'I'lic suCtoHt lilusli t)iat Nature sj>r(»ilH 

Gave (-■oloiir to litT clie*.'k ; 
Sut'h orit'iit culour sraiies tlirouf^b hcav'ii, 

When vernal mornings break. 

Nor liit the pride of yreat ones seorw 

Thit< ehunncr of the pkiiiis : 
Tliat Him, which bids tbi;ir tliumouds bluze, 

To paint our lilj- deigns, 

]jong }iad she fill'd each youth with luve, 

Kaoh inaideii with dusjmir ; 
And though by all a wonder own'd, 

Yet knew not she was fair : 
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F.nWIN AXt> F.MM\. 

Till Kdwiii carno, the j)ri(le of swains, 

A soul devoid of art ; 
And Irorn whose eve, serenelv mild, 

Shone forth the feeling lieart. 

A mutual flame wa.s quickly caught, 
VV^as quickly, too, i^evealM ; 

For neither hosom lodg'd a wisli 
That virtue keeps concealM. 

VV^hat happy hours of heaH-felt Miss 

Did Love on both bestow ! 
Wwi bliss too mighty hmg to last. 

Where Fortune proves a foe. 

His sister, who, like Envy form'd. 
Like her in mischief joy'd, 

To work them hami, with wicked skill 
Kach darker art employed. 




Her father, too, a sordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew. 

Was all unfeeling as the elo<l 
From whence his riches grew. 

Long had he seen their secret flame 
And seen it long unmov'd ; 

Then with a father's frown at la,st 
He sternly disapproved. 




In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of differing passions 8trt)ve • 

His heart, that durst not disol>ev. 
Yet could not ceawe to love. 
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Denied lirr nifilit. he oft behind 'y'^^-£ 

The spreading hawthi>m rrcjit, vftii^'""^ 

To snatfh ii glunce, to mark the spit )■^^J 
Where Kmmn walkil and wejit 




EDWIN AND EMMA. 

Oft, too, on Stanmon^'s wintry waste. 

Beneath the Tnoonli«rht sha^le. 
In sighs to pour his softon'd soul. 

The midnight mourner strayM. 

His cheek, where heaUh w-ith beauty glowM, 

A deadly y)ale oVrcast : 
So fades the fresh rose in its j)rime, 

Before the northern blast. 

The parents now, witli late remorse, 

Himg o'er his dying bed ; 
And wearied Heaven with fruitless vows. 

And fruitless sorrows shed. 
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Tis past!" he cried ; '* but, if your souls 

Sweet mercy yet am move, 
lict these dim eyes once more iK'hold 

AVliat they must ever love I'* 




She came, — his cold hand softly touch'd. 
And bath'd with many a tear : 

Fast falling o'er the primrose pale. 
So morning dews apjiear. 

But oh I his sister's jealous care 

(A cruel sister she I) 
Forbade what Emma came to sav, - 

**Mv Edwin, live for me I" 

Now homeward as she hopeless wept 

The church-yard path along, 
The blast blew cold, the dark owl scn»amM 

Her lover's funend song. 

13 




EDWIN* ANt» EMMA. 

Amid the falling f^l<H)m of night. 

Her startling fancy found 
In ever}' bush his hov'ring shade, 

His groan in ovitv sound. 

Alone. a{)];air(L thus had she passM 

The visionaiT vale 
When lo! the death-lH'll smote her ear, 

Sad sounding in the gale ! 

%Iust then slie reach'd, with trembling st<»|>. 
Her aged mothers door: 
** He's gone I" she cried, ** and 1 shall 8i»t> 
That angel-fa<*e no more ! 

*• I feel, 1 feel, this bix'aking heart 
IJeat high against my side I" - 
Ki*om her white arm down sunk lu'r heati. 
She shiver'd, sigh'd, and died. 








() 1 vnuNo boi'LiLWAu is CLiiiic out of tliL- weat, 
Thraairli nil thi- wid<; bonier Iijm Htceil wa<( llii< iieni : 
Anil save IiIh ^hkI bniuiiiwoni, ho tvcapous liiul n 
lie nnle nil uiiarmM. and }ic ru<lc till alouo. 
Kii I'liilliful ill love, hiid Ba (lauotlcHS in war, 
Tiiui-e never was knii,'Ut like the joang Lochinvar. 

lie Btaiil not for lirake, and he stopp'it nut for ntouc. 

He Bwam the Edke river, whei-e foiil there wua none ; 

Hut ere lie alighted ot Jfelberby pat«. 

The bride had consented, the gallant ctime late ; 

For a li^ganl in love, and a (lastard in war. 

Was to wcil the fair BU(!ii of brave Lufhinvw- 
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I.oCH INVAR. 

So lK)l(lly hv t'literM xhv Netherby Hall, 

Annnif^ briile's-nuMu aiul kinsmen, anil brothers, and all 

Then spoki; the britle's lather, his liand on his sword, 

(For the jMH)r ei-aven l)ritlegT(M)ni said never a wort!,} 

** () eonie ye in peace here, or eonie ve in war. 

Or to danee at our bridal, young Lord liochinvarr" 




'• 1 long wooM your daughter, my suit you denied - 
Ii(»ve swells like the Solwav, but ebbs like its tide; 
And now am 1 eome, with this lost love of mine, 
To lead but one measiu'e, drink one eup of wine. 
Then? art^ maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to tlie young Lochinvar." 



The bride kissM the goblet : the knight took it up, 
He (piaft'M oft' the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She lookM down to blush, ami she looked up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lij)s, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar, — 
*' Now tread we a measuiv!" said young Ixxrhinvar. 



So stately his form, and so lovely her face. 

That never a hall such a gidliard did grace ; 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume. 

And the bridegiH)om stood dangling his bimnet and plume ; 

And the bnde-maidens whisjwr'd, *' 'Twere Ixjtter by far 

To have matcli'd our fair cousin with young lioehinvar." 



One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear. 

When they reach*d the hall-door, and the charger stood near ; 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung. 

So light to the saddle before her lie si)nmg ! 

** She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bush, and seaur ; 

They'll have fleet steeds that follow," quoth young Lochinvar. 
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There was mountmf; 'tnong (inrmcs of tlic Nellu'rhy c 

ForeterB, Fetiwickn, and Musgraves, tlifv i-cjik' mul thoi 

There was raoiug and chusuig on Cimobit Ijcc, 

But the lost liridi' iif Nutherby nuoi- tiid tliey see. 

Ho daring iu love, and su dauntless in war. 

Have you e'er licurd of gallanl like vfiung Lochiuvai" r 




The sobei' aiiluiuii I'lilcr'i! niilil, 
Anil he grew wnu ntul [itili-; 

His ln-niiinp jiiinis nnil diiHijiin-,' Iii'tiil 
Show'd lio lipgan to liiii. 
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JOHN HAKLKTl'OKN. 

His colour sic'ken'd nM)n» and mon*, 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly nige. 

They took a weapon long and sharp. 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgery. 

They laid him down upon liis back. 

And cudgel'd him full sore ; 
They hung him up before the storm, 

And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

They tilFd up then a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
And heaved in poor John Barleycorn, 

To let him sink or s>vim. 

They laid him out upon the floor, 

To work him further woe ; 
And still, as signs of life appeared. 

They toss'd liim to and fro. 

They wasted o'er a scorching flame 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But the miller used him worst of all, 

For he crushed him between two stones. 

And they have taken his very heart's blood, 
And drunk it round and round : 

And so farewell, John Barleycorn ! 
Thy fate thou now hast found. 
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THK WOODI.ANl) HALLO. 



In our cottage, that |)ooj)s irom the skirts of the wood, 

1 am mistress, no niotlier have T; 
Vet !)lithe ai*e my chiys, lor my father is jjfood. 

And kind is mv lover, hard hv : 
Tliey !x)th work tog(*ther Ix'ueath the pri-een shade. 

Both woodmen, mv father and Joe ; 
Where I 've h'sten'd whole liours to tlie eelio that made 

So mueh of a lau<ifh or -Hallo! 



From my basket at noon they expeet their supply. 

And with joy fi*om my threshold I sprinir ; 
For the woodlands 1 love, and the oaks wa\'ing high. 

And Echo that siujj^s as I sing. 
Though deep shaxles delight me. yet love is my food. 

As I call the dear name of my Joe ; 
His musical shout is the pride i>f the wood, 

And my heart leaps to hear the— Hallo ! 

Simple flowers of the giY)ve, little birds live at ease, 

I wish not to wander from you ; 
I '11 still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees, 

For 1 know that mv Joe will he true. 



I'. 
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The trill of the rabin, the coo of the d<ivo, 
Are chamui that I 'II never forego ; 

But resting through life on the boBom of Invo. 
Will remember the Wooaianil Hnllo, 




Onk day, tlirougb Fiuicy's tek'scojiu, 

Wliiuh iH iiiy riclit'st treasure, 
I saw, dear Susan, Love and Hope 

Set out in Beareli of Pleasure : 
All mirtli and smiles I saw tlicni go ; 

Ea«li was the other's banker; 
For Uope took up lier brother's bow, 

Ajid Love, his sister's anchor. 



They rambled on o'er vale and hill. 

They puss'd by cot and tower ; 
Through summer's glow and winter's chill. 

Through smishine and through shower ; 
But what did those fond playmates care 

For climate or for weather ? 
All scenes to them were bright and fair, 

On which they gazed together. 
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HOPE A\D LOVE. 

Sometimes tliov timiM aside to bless 
Some ^Iiise and her wild numbers. 
Or breathe a dream of holiness 
On Beauty's quiet slumbers. 
*' Fly on," said Wisdom, with cold sneers ; 

" I teach my friends to doubt you :" 
" Come bac^k," said Age, with bitter tears, 
''My heart is eold without you." 

When Poverty beset their path. 

And threaten'd to divide them, 
They coax'd away the beldame's wrath, 

Ere she had breatli to cliide them, 
By vowing all her rags were silk. 

And all her bitters honey. 
And showing taste for bread and milk. 

And utter scorn of money. 

Tliey met stem Danger in their way, 

Upon a ruin seated ; 
Before him kings had quaked that day. 

And armies had retreated : 
But he was robed in such a cloud. 

As Love and Hope came near him. 
That though he thunder'd long and loud. 

They did not see or hear him. 

A gray-beard joined them, Time by name ; 

And Love was nearly crazy. 
To find that he was very lame, 

And also very lazy : 
Hope, as he listened to her tale. 

Tied wings upon his jacket ; 
And then they far outran the mail. 

And far outi^ail'd the packet. 
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HOPE AND LOVE. 

Aiul SO, wheu they had safely passM 

O'er many a land and billow, 
before a grave they stopp'd at last. 

Beneath a weeping willow : 
The moon upon the humble mound 

Her softest light was flinging ; 
And from the thickets all around 

Sad nightingales were singing. 




" I leave you here," quoth Father Time, 

As hoarse as any raven ; 
And Love kneel'd down to spell the rhyme 

Upon the rude stone graven : 
But Hope lookVl onward, calmly brave. 

And whisper' d, " Dearest brother, 
We're parted on this side the grave, — 

We'll meet upon the other." 
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TWAS within a mill- <.F K.IiiiW/ l..wii. 

In tlic rowj time of the ypnr; 
Sweet flowers bloom 'il, nnd llu- jfnws was down. 
And each slmpliL-iiI wood liix (k-m-. 
Bonuiv .lotikv, Ivlyllie and piv. 
KiHs'd swwt Jenny niukiiip Iniv : 
Tlie latMJc blueb'd. ami fmwniii^ cried. " No, no. il will not do ; 
I cannot, cannot, wonmit, wuuuol. mminot buckle to." 
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WHHIN V MM.K OF KI>INHI{t> . 
.In<-kv NVa> !l WMLT t llJlt IllVf!" WOllM WImI. 

'rii<)U<rlj lon^ lu' lia<l tollowM the hiss: 
ContcnttMl she carnM and cut lu-r l>n)\vn IuvjkI. 
And int'rrlly turn'd up tlu' griiss. 
Ut>nnit» .lockv, blvthe and free, 
Won her heart rij^'ht merrily; 
Vet still she hhisli'd, and tn)\vnin^ cried, '* No. no, it will not do 
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, niannot buckle to." 

Hut when he vow'd he would make her his bride, 

Thou^di his flocks and herds were not few, 
She ^ive him her hand, and a kiss beside, 
xVnd vow'd she M for ever be time. 
Honnie »Iockv. blvthe and free. 
Won her heart ri«^ht merrily : 
At church she no more frownin<if said, " No, no. it will not do; 
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mannot buckle to." 
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AI.LKN-A-TlAl,!;, 

Ai.].kn.a.|>a[.f: Iiiih no fn'^„t Ti.r Imniinv. 
Alle.i-ft-r)i.Io lins ».. fiirntw I'-.r Uinmt-s, 
AUyii-a-T)iil.- has no Hcif.- foi- rlie spii.nhi- 
Yi't AII<.-i.-H-Diilf liiis 1V.1 tr.il.1 loi- llic «-iiLijinjr, 
.(■■Hiie. n-a,] mt- my i-i,!<ll(.; ,..,nji... !u.urk,-ri my 1 
Ami loll luf llie rraft ..f l.ol.l Alk-ii-;L-1),il,>, ' 

The Imrtm of Itjivoiiswniih i.nui.-cs in |.riilo. 
And he views his lioni.iiiiM iii>on Ai-khi.hih- si.h- 
The iiKTC fur Ill's not. aii.l Ihi- hui<l for liis pitrii 
The Hinsf for the wihl, i.ii.l the jmrk for t!»' lii. 
Yfl. tlie tish of Ih,- hike, und the .l.-iT of th.- vii 
Am Ic-BR rr« to L(.r.l Diin-c tliaii Allin-ii-l>.iU-! 



AI1pii-,i-I>ji1.> waH ne'er U-llcl ii kniKl't, 

Tlioun^h Ilis spur Ik- us slii.n>. i.n.l liis hla.lu \k- us l.H^'l.t : 

Alh-n-ii-Dak. is no Uinm or lord, 

Y..( iw.iitj lal! yeomen will .Iniw nl liis word; 

Ami (he lH.\st of our u.il.lfs his liiumc'l will viiil, 
Who fit Rere-cnB^s ou St.inmnre mc,>!s Alleu-n-nide, 



Allen-a-Dalu to his wiMiiiijj is come : 

Tho motlicr, she unkM of \m househohl ami home ; 

■• Though the Cilslle of Itiohiuoml sttmils fair ou the hill, 

My hftll," quoth lx)lii Allen, '" shows gnHiHiter slill ; 

Tis the blue vault of lieav'n, with tis crescent so imlc. 

And with nil its bright spangles!" siiid Allon-a-Dale. 







Tho fullior naB bU'L'I, uiiiI tlie nuillit'T wbs sluiie ; 
They lifted tlie latcb. ami they bade him be gone 
But louil, un the tncnTow, their wnil and theii' crj* 
He had laugh 'd on t]ie Ibhh with his Iximiy bluek > 
And she tied to the forest to hear a love-tuh'. 
And the vuuth it wus told liv wuf Allwi-ii-Uiile '. 







THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSK. 




But are ye sure the news is true *r 
And are ve sure he's weel r 

Is this a time to think o' wark r 
Ye jades, fling by your wheel ! 

For there' nae hiek about the liouse. 

There's nae luck at a' ; 
ITiere's nive luck about the house. 

When our gudeman's awa'. 

Is this a time to think o' wark. 

Wlien C'olin \s at the door ': 
Ilax down my cloak — I'll to the ([nay, 

And see him come ashore. 

Rise up, and make a clean tireside. 

Put on the mickle pot ; 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown. 

And Jock his Sunday coat. 

Mak' a' their shoon as bhick a^ sloes, 
Their stocrkings white as snaw ; 

It's a' to pleasure our gudeman 
He likes to see them braw. 




THERE S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

There arc twa hens into the crib 

Ilao fed this month or mair ; 
Mak' ha,ste and thraw tlieir neeks about. 

That Colin weel mav fan?. 

My Turkey slippers I'll put on. 

My stockings pearl-blue, — 
It's a' to pleasui*e our gudenian, 

For he's baith leal and tnie. 

S>ve sweet liis voice, stu) smooth his tongu<% 

His breath's like eauler air; 
His verv foot has music in't. 

As he ct>mes up the stair. 

And will 1 see his facv again ? 

And will I hear him si)eak r 
I'm downricht dizzy wi' the thought, 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

There's nae luck about tlie housi\ 

There's luie luck at a' ; 
There's nae luck alx^ut tlu; house, 

When our gudeman's awa'. 
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Tlif fir-treeo diirk ami liiyli.-- 
1 nsicd to tliuik (}ioir «leii<lcr tojis 

Were close ngninst tlie sky ; 
It KOfi a ckiklisli ignor 

Hut now 'tis little ji)y 
To know I'm fiirtlior off from hcav'ii 

Tlijin when I was a Ixiy. 
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THE SAII-ORS JOURNAL. 

'TwAB poBt-meridian, half-p!i8t fniir, 

By signal I from Nancy partoil ; 
At six she linger'd on the Bhoro, 

With uplift hands and brokon-hcartrd. 
At seven, wUlo taughf^ning the fore-stay, 

I saw her fiiint, or else 'twaa fancj- ; 
At eight wo all got under weigh, 

And bade a long adieu to Nancy ! 

Night came, and now eight bells had rnng. 

While careless saUors, ever cheery. 
On the mid-watch so jovial sung, 

With tempers labour cannot weary. 
I, little to their mirth inclined, 

While tender thoughts rush'd on my fancy. 
And my warm sighs increased the wind, 

Look'd on the moon, and tboiight of Nanev I 

And now arrived that jovial night. 

When every true-bred tar carouses ; 
When, o'er the grog, all hands delight 

To toast their sweethearts and their spouses. 
Round went the can, the jest, the glee. 

While tender wishes fill'd each fancy ; 
And when, in turn, it came to me, 

I heaved a sigh, and toasted Nancy ! 




Nfxl- u.oni H si. 

At BIX, till' flemfiits in motion 
I'luiigtHl int jiiid tbrL't' poor Bailors n 

IlfiiiUonsr nithiu the foamiiip occaii. 
J'lxir wivtt'lips! tlu'y tsoon fuuiid tlnjir )^ravc> 

f he .mly fm 
Hut Love seeiird to forbid thf wHves 
!■ frmii till- amiB of Nju 



THE SAII.OKS JOURNAI.. 

Scarce the foul hurrit-ane was cloar'd. 

Scarce wiiitls and waves had ceased to ratlle, 
WTien ft bold enemy uppear'd, 

And, danDtlcBH, we prepared for battle. 
And now, while some loved friend or wile 

Like lightning rush'd on every fancv. 
To Providence I trusted life. 

Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy ! 

At last.^'twafl in the month of May, — 

The crew, it being lovely weather. 
At three a.m. discovcr'd day. 

And England')) chalky chffs together. 
At seven, up channel how we bore, 

While hopes and fears rush'd on my fancy ; 
At twelve I gaily jamp'd aflhore, 

And to my throbbing heart presH'd Nancy '. 
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■■And iksl bt^lor.' Iilt fiUlifr's mi-ii 
TliriT .lava wi^'vc fli>.l tof,'L-lhor ; 
I'yr bIkhiIiI Iif find us in ite glcn, 
Mv l)l..n.l «-oiil.l stain the lii-atluT. 



'■ His Iiofutiueu ban! Iwliinil us ride ; 
Should they oui- steps diMcovcr, 
Thyn who will chter luy boiiiij bridu, 
Wlieu tliey have slain her lover?" 



Out Hjioke the hardy Highland wight, 
" I'll go, my chief — I'm irady : 
It is not for your silver bright, 
Hut for jour wiueoiue lady : 










LORD UliLlN's DAUGHTER. 

'* And by my word ! the bonny bird 
In danger shall not tarry : 
So, though the waves are raging whiU», 

ril row you o'er the ferry." | 





By this the storm grew loud apace. 
The water- wraith was shrieking ; 

And in the scowl of heav'n each face 
Grew dark as they were speaking. 

But still, as wilder blew the wind, 
And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode armed men. 
Their trampling sounded nearer. — 

** O haste thee, haste ! " the lady cries, 
" Though tempests round us gather ; 
I'll meet the raging of the skies, 
But not an angry father." 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her, — 
When, oh ! too strong for human hand, 

The tempest gather'd o'er her. 

And still they row'd, amidst the roar 

Of waters fast prevailing : 
Lord Ullin reach'd that fatal shore. 

His wrath was changed to wailing. — 

For sore dismay'd, through storm and shade. 

His child he did discover : 
One lovely hand she stretch'd for aid. 

And one was round her lover. 



37 



r^ 



^ 



1^IHI> n.l.lN s l>.\riiIITEK. 

■ ('oim; liftPk ! ciiiiK' Imck!" hi' oriod in ffricf, 

■■ AcrcisiJ tliw stomiy water: 
And ril forpvf your Highland cliicf. 
My dnu^littT ! oh m\ ilnughter!" 

•T«-a*i s-jiiii : the Icu.l wiives Idwli'tl iht- slii.i-.- 

Hotuni !»■ uid pn'Tuntiiitr ;- 
The wntcrs wil.l w.-nt <.Vr his i-liil.i. 

Ami lie wns li'ft Inmfntiiif:. 
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THE ANGELS' WHISPER. 

A BABY was sleeping, its mother was weeping, 
For her husband was far on the wild raging sea ; 

And the tempest was swelling round the fisherman's dwelling. 
And she cried, " Dermot, darling, oh ! come back to me." 

Her beads while she numbered, the baby still slumber'd. 
And smiled in her face while she bended her knee : 

Oh ! bless'd be that warning, my child, thy sleep adorning. 
For I know that the angels are whisp'ring with thee. 

And while they are keeping bright watch o'er thy sleeping, 
Oh ! pray to them softly, my baby, with me ; 

And say thou wouldst rather they'd watch'd o'er thy fatlier, 
For I know that the angels are whisp'ring with thee." 

The dawn of the morning saw Dermot returning, 
And the wife wept with joy her babe's father to see. 

And closely caressing her child, with a blessing, 

Said, "I knew that the angels were whisp'ring with thee." 
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'■ F.ir lion-, fitrlom fttiil lost. I trcjvl. 
Witli fiiintinR stops anil slow ; 
WTii'n' wiUIh, immenwiimlily sprpinl, 
Sorm Ifiiirtlicnina nn [ tru-" 

'■ Koi'Ix'ar, mj" son," thi' Ilprmif crios, 
" To tpiDjit the (lanj^L'iDus gloom : 
For yonrlor fflitlilciw" jihnntom fli<'s 
To lim' tlirt' i^ tliy (loom. 

•■ lU-ro to til.- IkhiscU'ss cliil.l of want 
My ilnrii- is open slill ; 

And, ilioufjh my portion in hut scnnt, 
I ffive it with (jood will. 

" Then turn, to-nijifht, and freely share 
Wliatc'er my cell bestows,^ 
My rusliy conch and finigal fare, 
Mj- blessing and repose. 

" No flocks, that range the valley free, 
To slaughter I condemn ; 
Taught l>y that Power who pities me, 
T learn to pity thpm. 
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EDWFN AND ANOEIJNA. 

" But ftx)in the mountain's pfi*assy side 
A p^iltless feast I bring, — 
A scrip >vith herbs and fruits supplied, 
And water from the spring. 

" Then, Pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
All earth-bom cares are wrong : 
Man wants but little here below. 
Nor wants that little long." 

Soft as the dew from heav'n descends. 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far, in a wilderness obscure. 

The lonely mansion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath it.s humble thatch 

Required a master's care ; 
The wicket, opening with a latch. 

Received the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire, 
To take their evening rest. 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his pensive guest ; 

And spread his vegetable store. 
And gaily press'd, and smiled ; 

And, skiird in legendary lore. 
The lingering hours beguiled. 
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KI»W1N AND ANGELINA. 

Around, in Hympathetic mirth, 
It« tricks tlu» kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crac;kling faggot flies. 




But notliing could a chami impart, 
To soothe the stranger's woe ; 

For grief wafl heavy at his heart. 
And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the Hermit spied. 
With answering care opprest : 
** And whence, unhajipy youth," he crie<l, 
*' The sorrows of thy breast ? 

" From }>etter ha})itations spum'd, 
Reluctant dost thou rove ? 
Or grieve for friendship unretum'd, 
Or unregarded love ? 

** Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling and decay ; 
And those who prize the paltry things 
More trifling still than they. 



'* And what is friendship but a name, 
A chann that lulls to sleep ! 
A shade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ! 

*' And love is still an emj)tier sound, 
The modem fair-one's jest ; 
On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's nest 
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■■ For nhamc. fond youlli, thv wirrows hunli. 
And Bpum the wcx," he said ; 
But, while he fipikt\ a riHin^ bliislj 
His lovi'-lum fTucBt bt'tray'il. 




DhWIX AXI» AX<iKLlNA. 

Surprisi'd he sees new beauties rise. 

Swift iiiaiitliiig to the view, 
Like eolours o'er the morning skies. 

As hri^^lit, as tmnsient too. 

The hitsht'ul look, the rising brejist, 

Ahernate sj)rea<l alarms ; 
The lovely stranger stands confessM, 

A maid in all her charms. 

'* And. ah I forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn," slie cried, 

'* Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude, 
Where Heavn and vou reside. 

** Rut let a maid thv nitv sliare. 

Whom love has tauglit to stniy ; 
Who seeks for rest, hut finds despair 
C\)m])anion of lier way. 

*• ^^v father lived beside tlie Tvne, 
A wealthv lord was he; 
And all his wealth was mark'd a^> mine 
He had but oidv me. 

« 

*■ To win me from his tender arms, 
InmnnberM suitors came. 
Who praised me for imputed charms, 
And felt or feign'd a flame. 

" Each houi* a mercenarv crow<l 
With richest j)roHers strove ; 
Among the rest young Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 

*' In humblest, simplest habit cliul. 
No wealth nor power had he ; 
Wisdom and wortli were all he had, 
But these were all to me. 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

" Ajid when, beside nie in the dak», 
He caroll'd lays of love, 
His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 
And music to the grove. 

*' The blossom opening to the day. 
The dews of heav'n refined. 
Could nought of purity display, 
To emulate his mind. 

*• The dew, the blossoms on the tree. 
With cliarms inconstant shine ; 
Their charms were his ; but, woe to me I 
Their constancy was mine. 

" For still I tried each fickle art. 
Importunate and vain ; 
And while his passion toucliM my heart, 
I triumph'd in his {)ain. 

'' Till, quite dejected with my scorn, 
He left me to my pride ; 
And sought a solitude forlorn. 
In secret, where he died ! 

'' But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life shall pay : 
I'll seek the solitude he sought. 
And stretch me where he lay. 

" And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 
111 lay me down and die : 
'Twas so for me that Edwin did, 
And so for him will I." 

*• Forbid it, Heav'n !" the Hermit cried, 
And clasp'd her to his breast : 
The wondering fair-one tum'd to chide. - 
'Twas Edwin's self that prest ! 
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KOWIN \X|) AN(iM,TNA. 

• Turn, Angelina, ever clear. 
My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Ed^-in here, 
KestorM to love and thee. 

Thus let me hold thee to my hearl. 

And evVy care resij^n ; 
And shall we never, never part. 

My life — my all that's mine r 

*■ Xo, never from this hour to part. 
We '11 live and love so true ; 
The sifrh that rends thy constant heart. 
Shall break thv Edwin's too." 
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THE IiASS OF RICHMOND HILL. 

Of Bicbinond Hill there lives a Iuks 
More bright than Maj-dny nioru. 

Whose charmB all other maids Bur]>uMi< 
A rose without ft thorn. 




This lass bo neat, with sniiles so e 
Has won my right giiod-will ; 

I 'd crowns ■■esigii lo eull hei' niin< 
Swei't lass of Uiehmoiid Hill. 
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KDWIN AXI) AN(JM.T\A. 

** Turn, Angelina, over clear. 
My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwnn here, 
KestorM to love and thee. 

Thus let me hold thee to mv hearl. 

And vv'ry care resign ; 
And shall we never, never part, 

Mv life — mv all that's mine r 




No, never from this hour to part. 
We '11 live and love so true ; 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shall break thv Edwin's too." 
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THE LASS OP RICHMOND HILL. 

On Richmmid Hill tlim- livus » l.i^s 
Muru bright tliaii Muy-duy itiurn. 

Whose cliarnia ult uther muiJB Murjiuns 
A rose without ft thuni. 



This lass so iiL>al. wttli sniik-ti xn h 
Haa won my riffht. ffood-will ; 

1 'd crowns resign Ui aill her mini 
Swwt luM of Ki.lmioiiil Hill. 




TIIK I.ASS OV KTCHMOXI) HILT.. 

Yr z(»|)hy]*s piy, that fan the air. 
And wanton throu^li the ^)ve, 

( )li ! wliis]>er to niv channlnfy fair, 
I (lie for Ii(>r 1 love. 




How happy will the shepherd be 
Who calls this inniph his own! 

Oh ! may her choice l)e fix'd on me. 
Mine 's fix'd on her alone. 
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THK HKioirr 



At the dose of ihe ckv, wlifii tht liimiUa is hIiII. 

And morlal.s tlit' sweote iil' li>rm'tt'uliicMB pmvi' ; 
When nought hut the torrent ui henril nn tlie hill. 

And nought hut the nightingale's song in the gnive 
'T«as then, by the cave of liie nioiintaiii reclined, 

A Hermit his nightly ciimiilnint iIium iH'gRii : 
llioagh mournful hin niind)erH. his kiiuI watt rcriign'd : 

He thought as n sage, though he felt an a man. 




TITK HERMIT. 

*' All I wliv thus abamloiiM to ihirkness and wix* r 

Whv thus, lonelv PliiloiiU'l, Hows thv sail stniin ? 
For S])riii^ shall ivtiini. aiul a lovor l)est<)w. 

Ami thv 1k)S()iii lu) traro of misfortune retain. 
Yet. if i»ity insjiire tliee, oh I cvase not thy lay; 

Mourn, sweetest e<)mj)anioii I man calls thee to mourn : 
( )h ! soothe him. whose pleasures, like thine, pass away ; 

Full (piiekly they pass — but they never return! 

•• \nw, i^liiliii^ remote on the verfje of the sky. 

The moon, halt-extiiu*t, a tlim crescent displays; 
Hut lately I mark'd. when, majestic on hijrh. 

She shone, an<l the planets were h)st in her hlaze. 
Ut>ll on then, fair orh. and with gladness pursue 

The path that conducts thee to splendour again : 
Hut man's faded gh'i'y m> change shall i*enew ; - 

Ah, fool ! to exult in a glory so vain I 

** Tis night, and the lan<lscape is lovely no more: 

I mourn; hut, ve wocullands. 1 mourn not for you; 
For morn is approaching, your channs to i*estorc, 

iVrfumed with fresh fmgranci*, and glittering with dew. 
Nor vc^t for the ravacre of Winter 1 mourn ; 

Kind Nature the (Muhrvo blossom shall save: 
Hut when shall Spring visit the mouldering urn ? 

Oh I when shall it dawn on the night of the grave ?" 
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EXCELSIOK. 

*' Beware the piue-tree's witber'd brancli I 
Beware the awful avalanche ! " 
This was the peasant's last good-night, — 
A voice replied, far up the height, 
Excelsior ! 

At break of day, as heavenward 
The pious monks of Saint Bemar<l 
Utter'd the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the startled air, 
Excelsior ! 

A traveller, by the faithful hound, 
Half-buried in the snow was found. 
Still grasping in his hand of ice 
That banner with the strange device. 
Excelsior ! 

There, in the twilight cold and gray. 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay ; 
And from the sky, serene and far, 
A voice fell, like a falling star, 
Excelsior ! 
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Duncan Gray c 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't, 
On blythe Ynle night when we ■ 

Ha, liii! the wooiiip o't. 
Mi^gie coost hor head fii' high, 
Look'd aflldfiit anil unco Bkeigh. 
f iart poor Dunfaii etoiid abcigli ; 

Ha, ha! the wooiag o't. 



=-^? 



Duncan floech'il, and Duncan pray'd. 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't; 
Mfg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 
Duncan sigh'd haith out and in, 
Orat. his ecu baith blocr't and blin', 
Sjiak' o' lovvpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 



Time and chance are but a tide. 
Ha, ha I the wooing o't ; 

Slighted lore is sair to bide. 

Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 

" Shall I, like a fool," quoth he, 

" For a haughty hizzie die ? 

Slie may gac to — France for nic !' 
Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 
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nrNCAN GRAY. 

How it conieH let doctors tell, 
Ha, ha ! the wooin|;j o*t, 

Meg grew siek -as ho grew heal ; 
Ha, ha ! the wooing o't. 

Something in her bosom wrings, 

For relief a sigh she brings ; 

And oh ! her een, they s{)ak' sic things ! 
Ha, ha! the wooing o't. 

Duncan was a Uwl o' grace, 

Ha, ha ! the w(H)ing o*t ; 

Maggie's was a piteous case , 

Ha, ha ! the wooing o't : 

Duncan couldna l>e her death, 

Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 

Now they're cmuse and canty Imith ; 
Ha, lia ! the wooing o't. 
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THK FRIAR OK ORDKRS (JRAY. 

It was u IViar of ohUts gi^\y 
\Val k t 1\ )rt h to Icl 1 1 1 i s I K^mlos ; 

And he met with a L-wly laiiv 
Chu\ in a pilfn'i"»e's wi'(m1os. 

" Xow (/hrist tluH» save, tlum revon^nd tVin?- 
I pray tli(»t* toll to mo. 
If ever at v(m holv shrine 

My true love thon didst see r" 

" And how should 1 know vtmr tme love 

Knmi many another one ?" 
** (), bv his eockle hat ami statt'. 

And l)v his sandal shoone ; 

'* Rut chiefly by his face and mien. 
Hiat wen' so fair to view ; 
His flaxen locks that sweetlv eurlM, 
And evne of lovelv blu(\'' 



** () lady, he is dead ami ^one I 
Lmly, he's dead and gone I 
And at hLs head a green grass turfe. 
And at hLs heels a stone. 

'• Within these holy cloysters h^ng 
He languisht, and \w dyed, 
Ijjnncnting of a ladye's love. 
And 'playning of her pride 
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THE FRUB OF ORDERS ORAY. 

" Hero bore him barefaced on hia bier 
Six proper youths and tall, 
And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall." 

" And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ! 
And art thou dead and gone ! 
And didst thou dye for love of me ! 
Break, cruel heart of stone ! " 

** O weep not, lady, weep not soe : 
Some ghostly comfort seek : 
Let not vain sorrow rive thy heart, 
Ne teares bedew thy cheek." 

" do not, do not, holy friar, 
My sorrow now reprove ; 
For I have lost the sweetest youth 
That e'er won ladye's love. 

" And nowe, alas ! for thy sad losse, 
I'll evermore weep and sigh : 
For thee I only wisht to live. 
For thee I wish to dye." 

" Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
Thy sorrowe is in vaine : 
For violets pluckt the sweetest showers 
Will ne'er make grow agahie. 

" Our joys as winged dreams doe flye ; 
Why, then, should sonx)w last ? 
Since grief but aggravates thy losse. 
Grieve not for what is past." 

t7 
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IHK KKIVR OF OKHKUS CRAY. 

*• () sjiv not s(H\ thou holy friar; 
1 pniv thoc. sav not soo : 
F(>r siiKv my true-love ilyed for mee, 
Tis meet mv teaivs should How. 

*• And will he never come a<^iin r 
Will he ne'er come aj^in r 
Ah 1 no, he is dead, and laid in his grave 
t\>r ever to remain. 

• His elieek was redder than the i-ose ; 
The comeliest youth was he ! 
But he is (lead and laid in his grave : 
Alius! and woe is me!" 




'* Si<rh no more, lady, sii^di no more. 
Men were deceivers vver : 
( )ne toot on sea and one on land, * 



'I'' 



I'o one thing constant never. 



'• lla<lst thou been fond, he liad been false, 
Aiid left thee sad and heavy ; 
For young men ever wtiv fickle found. 
Since summer trees were leafv." 

'• Now say not see, thou holy friar, 
I pmy thee say not soe ; 
My love he \\m\ the truest heaii: : 
O, he was ever true I 



"And art thou dead, thou much-lov'd youth. 
And ilidst thou dye for mee 'r 
Then farewell home ; for evermore 
A pilgrim I will bee. 
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" Bnt firet upon my tmc-love's prave 
My wearj- limbs HI lay, 
And thrice I'll kiaa the green grass-turf 
That WTflpB his hreathleHR clay." 
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THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY. 

" Yet stay, fair lady : rest awhile 
Beneath this cloyster wall : 
See through the hawthorn blows the cold wiiui, 
And drizzly rain dotli fall." 

" stay me not, thou holy friar ; 
O stay me not, 1 i)i'ay : 
No drizzly rain that falls on mo 
Can w^ash my fault away." 

*' Yet stay, fair lady, turn again, 
And dry those pearly tears ; 
For see, heneath this gown of gray 
Thy owne true-love appears. 

** Here, forced by gi'ief and hopeless love, 
These holv weeds I souj'ht ; 
And here amid these lonelv walls 
To end mv davs I thou^irht. 

" But haply, for my year of gi-ace 
Is not yet passed away. 
Might I still hope to win thy love, 
Xo longer would I stay." 

" Now farewell grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto mv heart : 
For since I've found thee, lovely youth, 
We never more will part." 






SiiMK yewTv (ij,ii. en; Time iiuil Tiiatd 

Hail tuniM iiur piirinh to[)sy-turvy. 
When Ditme! Piirk wius Darnel Willie, 

And roads as little known as scurvy, 
The man who Itrat his way between 

St. Mary's Hill and Sandy Thicket, 
Was always shown across the Green, 

And gnided to the Parson's wicket. 






Back flew the bolt of lissom lath ; 

Fair Margaret, in her tidy kirtle. 
Led the lom traveller ap the path. 

Through clean-clipt rows of box and myrtle : 
And Don and Sanclio, Tnmp and Tray, 

Upon the parlour steps collected, 
Wagg'd all their tails, and seem'd to say, 
" Our master knows you ; you're expected ! " 
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e tlic a-vprpiicl llr. Brown, 

L'p rose the lioelor's " wiiisdmc 
The Iwlv \ny her knitting down, 

Her huBlnwid clasp'il his |H)iidcn)HB Barrow : 
Wlmtff'cr the stranffer's caste or ctfed, 

Punilit or pii]>ist. Haiiit o 
He fouiiil n stiihlc lor Ids steeil. 

And wclfome for himtielf. and din 





THK VICAK. 

If, when he reacliM his jounioy\s end. 

And warm'd himself in court or college. 
He liad not gjiiiiM an honest friend. 

And twenty (Mirious scnips of knowledge : 
If lie departed as he came. 

With no new light on love or licjuor, 
(rood sooth, the ti*aveller was to hlanie. 

And not the vicai*age, or the Viear. 

His talk was like a stream which runs. 

With rapid change, from n)ck to looses : 
It 8lipj)\l from })olitics to puns. 

It pass'd from Mahomet to Moses : 
Beginning with the laws which keej» 

Tlie planets in their radiant couT*ses, 
And ending with some j)recept deej). 

For dressing eels or shoeing hoi*ses. 

He was a shrewd and sound divine. 

Of loud Dissent had mortal terror ; 
And when, by dint of page anil line. 

He 'stablishVl truth, or started error. 
The Baptist found him far too deep ; 

The Deist sigh'd, with saving soitow ; 
And the lean Levite went to sleep, 

And dream'd of tasting pork to-monn^w. 

His sermons never said or show'd 

That earth is foul, tliat heaven is gnvcious. 
Without refreshment on the road 

From Jerome or from Athanasius ; 
And sure a righteous zeal insjiiwd 

The hand and head that ])ennM and plann'd them. 
For all who understood, admired, 

iVnd some who did not understand them. 
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THF VICAR. 

ITo wrote, too, in a quiet way. 

Small treatises, and smaller verses ; 
And sa^e remarks on ehalk and clay, 

And hints to noble lonls and nurses ; 
True histories of last year's ^host, 

Tjines to a ringlet or a turhan ; 
And trifles for the Morning Post, 

And nothing for Sylvan us Urban. 

He did not think all mischief fair, 

Although he had a knack of joking; 
He did not nuvke himself a bear, 

Althou«rh he had a taste for smokiiigf : 
And when religious sects ran mad. 

He held, in spite of all his learning. 
That if H nuni's belief is l)a<l. 

It will not be inipnived by bui*ning. 

And he was kind, and loved to sit 

In the low hut or garnishM cottage. 
And praise the farmer's homely wit, 

And share the widow's homelier })ottage : 
At his apj>n>ach complaint gn^w mild, 

And when his hand unban-'d the shutter, 
The clanmiy lips of Fever smiled 

The welcome which they could not utter. 

H(^ always had a tale for me. 

Of Julius Ca?sar or of Venus ; 
From him I learn'd the Rule of Three, 

Cat's-cnulle, leap-frog, and Quod genus. 
I used to singe his powder'd wig, 

To steal the staff he put such trust in ; 
And make the puppy dance a jig, 

When he began to quote Augustin. 
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THE VIC AH, 

Alack the change ! in vain I Inok 

For hanntst in which my iMiyhnoil triflfMl,- 
Tl,.- W>,l l,iu:, i\u in-'kliii- l.i-<K.k. 

The Mvfs 1 uliinbVl, iliu IwJs I i-iH»-.l: 
The church is lai^er than befoi'e, 

Tou reach it tiy a cairiai^o enlry ; 
It holds three hundred people more. 

And pews ai-o fitted up for gentry. 

Sit in the Vicar's seat ; you'll hear 
The doctrine of a gentle Johnian, 

^Vhose hand is white, whose tone is clear. 
Whose style is very Ciceronian. 

Where ia the old man laid ? Look down, 
And construe on tlie slab before you, 

"HiC JACET GULIELML'S BbOWN, 

ViR NULLA HON DONANDUS LAURO." 






Ci'MK^O iBl" 111.- I 

Tlu'iv i-iiU'ii-tli DO luiiioy : 
All ffrifiil) wiive the chcsnul Iciivi's, 
And thi' (iirlh is full of jov. 

1 i-nniint tell ,vmi lialT (he hI^IiU 

Of iH'niity }'*>n iiiny kch;, — 
Till' InirntM of mildcn KiinHhfno, 

Ami many a, Hhnily tree. 

Tlii'ri', li^'litly swunfi, in Iwjwpry fjliuivs. 

Til.- Ii.incysiicklw twill.' ; 
'I'liiTi' l>li«^ins 111!' nisc-mi pAmpion, 

An.l |]u-anrk-l>laet'o1iini)>in<-. 

Tlii-ri' uriiws the four-leitvpil plant, " true-love, 

III Slime iIdbIc wonitlamt Npot; 
Tlii'ii' t,ii)w» the ciichaiitpr'n iii^ht-slinde, ■ 

Ami Ihr wood forRft-mc-iiot. 

And inuiiy a meiTy bird is theiv, 

UnHiiuvd by lawless men,^ 
The bliie-wingM jiiy, the vrtnidpeeker. 

And tlie golden-croBlcd wren. 

Come down, and ye shall sec them all, 

Tlie timid and (he bold ; 
Kor llicir sweet life of jileitaantiietvi. 

If is not to l>e told. 




Anil fkr within tlmt RumRK'r u'tHiil. 

Amon^j llic k'livcs ,si> grocii. 
T)u-n> flows n lilt].- ^rll1'frl[11^'' In-o.ik. 
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A WKT SlIRKT AND A FLOWINT. RKA, 

Awn Hliti't and 11 flottiiif,'' Ufa, 

A «niiil that follows fiist. 
And lillit tlu- nliite imd rustling gnil. 

Ami Ix'iuK tliL' K'tlliHil miist. 
Ami Ix'inls llio f.'ailant must, my lniys, 

Willie hU' tliL-(.-f4;If frce. 
Away tlic good -.hip flics, tun] l<!iiv<'s 

OKI England >m tlie loo 

(). for a soft and gentle wind ! 

I iiL'anl a fair one cry ; 
Itut give to niL' the ewclling brvcKu. 

And white wavea heaving high. 
The white waves heaving high, my lada, 

The good ship tight and free, — 
The world of waters is our home, 

And merry men are wo. 
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THE SI'ANISH AllMADA. 

AiTKNii. all vf wlu) li«t !.• lienr oui- noble KiiglandV |>niise ; 
I lell of the tliricf-rnmimH deeds she wTiiught in ancient days, 
WTion that great Flcel Invincible against her bi)rf in viiiu 
The richest spoils of Mexico, tht stoutest liearts of Spain. 
It was idKJilt the lovely dose of ii warm stiininer day. 
Thei-e came a (gallant niercliant-sliip full sail to Plymouth Bay ; 
Hei' ei-ew hath seen {Castile's black fleet, beyond Auritrny's isle, 
At carlieHt twilight, on tin; waves lie heaving many a nide; 
At sunrise she escajied their van. by God's especial grace ; 
And the tall Piiiifl, till the noon, had held her close in chase. 
Forthwith a guard at everj* gun ivns placeil along the wall ; 
The l)eucon bliu-.ed u]Km the roof of Edgecunilie's lofty hall ; 
Many a light Rsliing-bark jmt out to pry along the coast ; 
And with loose niin and bloody spur rode inland many a post. 
With Lirt white hair unlKumetetl, the stout old sheriff comes ; 
Dehind him march the halberdiers, before him sound the drums ; 
His yeomen roimd the market-cross make clear an ample upace, 
For tliciv lx;hoves him to set up the standard of Her Grace, 
And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gailj' dance the bells. 
As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon swells. 
Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown, 
And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down. 
So stalk'd he when he tum'd to flight, on that famed Picard field. 
Bohcmia'H plume, and Genoa's bow. and Ctesar's eagle shield : 





THE SPANISH ARMADA. 

So glared he when at Agiiicourt in wrath he tumM to bay, 

And cmsh'd and torn beneath his claws the princely hunters lay. 

Ho ! strike the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight : ho ! scatter flowers, fair maids : 

Ho ! gunners, fire a loud salute : ho, gallants, draw your blades : 

Thou sun, shine on her joyously, — ye breezes, wafl her wide ; 

Our glorious Semper Eadem, the banner of our pride. 

The freshening breeze of eve unfurl'd that bauiier^s massy fold, 
The parting gleam of sunshine kiss'd that liaughty scroll of gold ; 
Night sunk upon the dusky beach, and on the pui-plc sea, — 
Such night in England ne'er had been, nor e'er again shall be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to IMilford Bay, 
That time of slumber was as bright and busy as the day ; 
For swift to east and swift to west tlie ghastly war-flame spread. 
High on St. Michael's Mount it shone : it shone on Beachy Head. 
Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern shire, 
Cape beyond cape, in endless range, those twinkling points of fire. 
The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamar's glittering waves : 
The rugged miners pour'd to war from Mendip's sunless caves : 
O'er Longleat's towers, o'er Cranbounio's oaks, the fierj^ herald flew : 
He roused the shepherds? of Stonehenge, the rangers of Beaulieu : 
Right sharp and quick the bells all night rang out from Bristol tovm., 
And ere the day three hundred horse had met on Clifton down ; 
The sentinel on Whitehall Grate look'd forth into the night, 
And saw o'erhanging Richmond Hill the streak of blood-red light. 
Then bugle's not€ and cannon's roar the death-like silence broke. 
And with one start, and ^vith one cry, the royal city woke. 
At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires ; 
At once the wild alarum clash'd from all her reeling sph^es ; 
From all the batteries of the Tower peal'd loud the voice of fear ; 
And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder cheer : 
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THE KfAM^H ARMADA. 

Ami &DIU tht.- fartheet wwdi wu heard the rush of hurrying feet. 
And (he broad streams [>r flags ftnd pikes dash'd down each roaring streel : 
And broader still became llii' blaze, and k>uder still the din. 
An fiist from every village nuiiid llie h<irst came sjiurriug- in ■ 





And uoKtward stniif^^lit t'linti wild itliiekhcuth ihe warlike errand went. 
And nmsed in many an ancient hall the j^illant squires of Kent. 
Soathwiinl fi-om Sunfj-'s jiteuMnnt bills How those ln-ight couriers forth : 
High on bloiik llimipstemrs swiiriliv moor they Ktarled for the north : 





THE SPANISH ARMADA. 

And on, and on, without a pause, untiivd they bounded still, — 

All night from tower to tower they sprang ; they sprang from hill to hill: 

Till the proud peak unfurl'd the flag o'er Darwin's rocky dales. 

Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the stormy hills of Wales, 

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's lonely height, 

Till stream'd in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's crest of light, 

Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Kly's stately fane. 

And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all the boundless plain ; 

Till Belvoir's lordly terraces the sign to Lincoln sent. 

And Lincoln sped the message on o'er the wide vale of Trent ; 

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that bum'd on Gaunt's embattled pile, 

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle. 
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DKAK IS MY LTTTLK XATIVK VALE. 

Dkah is mv little native vale. 

The rin»^-(love builds and munnui*s there, 
Close bv niv cot she tells lier tale. 

To every passing villager. 
The s(|iiirrel leaps from tree to tree. 
And shells his nut« at libertv. 

In oranire-groves and myrtle bowers, 
That breathe a gale of* fragrance round, 

I charm the fairy-looted houi*s. 

With my loved lute's romantic sound ; 

C)r crowns of living laurel weave. 

For those that win the race at eve. 



The shephenrs horn at break of day. 
The ballet danced in twilight glade. 

The canzonet and roundelay, 

Sung in the silent green-wood shade ; 

These simjde joys, that never fail, 

Shall bind me to my native vale. 
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\\ / BONNIE JEAN. 

There was a lass, and slie wius fair, 

'^ At kirk and market to be 8eeii ; 

^ When a' the fairest maids were mot, 

\ The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 



And aye she wrouglit her mammie's wark, 
And aye slie sang sae merrily : 

The blythest bird upon the busli 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the Soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the bra went lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owden, sheep, Mid kye, 
And wanton naigios nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste, 
He danced wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stowTi. 

Afl in the bosom o' the stream 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en ; 

So trembling, pure, wa« tender love, 
Within tlie breast o' bonnie JeaiL 
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Ami now xlie works her mammiB's wark. 
And aye she sighs wi' care and pain ; 

Yet wifitna what her ail might be. 
Or what wa^i mak' her weel again. 




HON NIK J KAN. 

liut didiia Jeanio's hojirt loup li^lii. 

And didna joy blink in her ec. 
As Robie tauld a tale o' love, 

Ae e'enin on the lilv lea r 

The sun was sinkint^ in the west. 
The birds san^ sweet in ilka grove 

His cheek to hei*s he fondly prest. 
And whisperM thus his tale o' love 




*• () Jeanie fair, 1 lo'e thee dear; 

() c^nst thou think to fancv nie "r 
Or wilt thou leave thv niamniie's eot. 
And learn to tent the farms wi' nu* ': 

'■ At bam or bvre thou shaltna drudi^e. 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
But stniy anian^ the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi' nie. 

Now what couM artless Jeanie dor 
She had nae will to sav liitn na : 

At lenglh she bluslTd a sweet consent. 
And love was ave between them twa. 
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VtHK VII.1„v;K ill.ACKSMITH. 

'■'TIw vilbyi- SHiilliv Ki»i„|.^ - 
Thc..i.,ItI,,„„„j..i,i;,„„„j, |„, 
Will, l,„OT„„,iri„<.wvl,„„.l. 
.1.1.1 111.. „m«l,,„fJmim,«„y,,rm, 

Ar,- >1,7.,.;.r „s i.u.l l.i...,ls. 



Hi. I.„i,-i. ,.,.i,|,, „.„! I,],„.k, „„a |„„^,, 
llisfi™ i, like il.cl,.,. 1 

Mis bl^l.W is IVS-t H-itll l.li.n.t hU-fllt 

II.- «.,„»,vl,.,l,.-.,-l.,. .,,.,. 

A,l.l I.,.,ks ll..; „l.„k- w„,.l.| i„ tl... liic. 

I'...' I..- ..W..S iiol ....y ninn. 
W.,.k i„. ,v.,.k ,..,1, ll- ,..„.„ ,i,| „;„|,^ 

y0.ll-i.,. l,i.,... l.isb,.lk.Wsl.l...v; 

Vi..i .■...) l.oni- hini hwii.y l.i., hwivy (.If.lge, 
With ..ii-.,s.in-.l k'ni jm.l sl..w. 

Likt' II stxtoii riiijriiit' tlit' villajri. btll, 
Whun tliu fveiiiiifr hiiti is low. 






>■. 



c^ 




And eliililreii oiniiiiit; liniiic fiiini sdum 

Look in at tho open door ; 
They love t<i sec the flnmin}; forfjo. 

And hear the Ix'lhuvs romv 
jVnd catch the hut-ninft sjMirka Hint fly 

hiki' chaff fnmi -a tl.ivsliin-.H.i-.r. 
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,ii<l nnw hIk' works lii-i' inammio'e wark, 
Anil Hvc nIii.' Mgbn wi' ean- and pain : 

'(.■I wiHtiin what her ail niipht be. 
Or what wail mak' hor witl apain. 




noNNlK JKAX. 



Hut tlidna Jeanie's heart loup lij^lit. 
And didiia joy blink in her ee. 

As llobie tatdd a tale o' love, 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? 




The sun was sinkint^ in the west. 
The birds san«^ sweet in ilka grove ; 

Mia cheek to hers he fondly prest. 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' love : 

*'() Jeanie fair, 1 lo'e thee dear; 

() eanst thou think to fancy nie "r 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's eot. 
And learn to tent the farms wi' nie ': 

*' At bam or bvre thou shaltna drudy-e. 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
Hut stray anian«j the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi' nie. ' 

Now what could artless Jeanie do r 
She had nae will to say him na ; 

At length she blush'd a sweet consent. 
And love wjis aye between them twa. 











: H sprvadiiig clicsniit tree 
TTlie village smitLy staniis: 
B smitli, a, mighty man is he. 
With largo niicl sinewj- hanils, 
And tLc muscles of Lis bi-awuy umis 
Are strong iw iron Iiiinils. 

His Itaii' is cm|>, uuil black, uiid lony. 

His fuL'c is like the Ian; 
I£is brim- is wet with honest sweuf. 

He earns whate'or hi! c-an, 
And liM.ks the whele wi.rld in the faeo. 

Fill- ho owes not any man. 

Week in, week „ut, CrDni mi„-n till night, 
You can hear Jiis bellows blow ; 

You ean heai- him sw ing liis heavy sledge. 
With measured K'at and slow. 

Like a soxtoo rin^ng the village beU, 
Wlien the evening sun is low. 
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j\.nil children coming lionu; fnim sell 
Look in at the open door; 

They love to see the flamin;; foi^-. 
And hfiir the bfllows ronr'. 

And catch the huming sparks that fl 
Likf diaff fr-m. ;. thr..shii.f:-ti.H.r. 
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THE V1M,.\(;E HLAf'KSMITn. 

lie fj^oes on Sunday to the (;hurch, 

A!»(l sits amoTi<»" liis lx)ys ; 
He liejirs tlie parson pray and preacli, 

He liears liis daugliter's voice 
Sin«^in<; in tlie village clioir, 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 

Singing in Paradise I 
He needs must tliink of her once more, 

How in the grave she lies ; 
And witli his hard rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing, 
Onward through life he goes; 

Each morning sees some task begin, 
Each evening sees its close ; 

Something attempted, something done, 
Has oam'd a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend. 
For the lesson thou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forgi* of life 
Our fortunes must hv wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil sliaped 
Each burning deed and thought. 
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MiNB be a oot beside the bill ; 

A bee-hive's bnm shall soothe my ear ; 
A willow brook, th&t turns a mill, 

With many a fall, HhaJl linger near. 

Tha Bwallow, oft, beneath my thatch. 
Shall twitter from her clay-hnilt nest ; 

Oft shall the pil^m lift the latch. 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Aroond my ivy'd porch shall spring 

Elach fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing. 
In msset gown and apron blae. 

The village church, among the trees. 

Where first our marriage vows were given. 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 
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A (il-KAM (IK SUNSHINK. 

Tins in tlif place, yiaiid utill. my slttil 

I.«t Die rcvitiw tbo sccno. 
And aununuu from the sliiuluwy Paat 

The forma thftt once have been. 

The Past ami Pivsent here unite 
Beneath Time's Howuig tide. 

Like fuotpriuts hidden by a bruuk. 
Hut Keen on eitJier side. 





A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE. 

Here runs the highway to the town ; 

There the green lane descends, 
Through which I walk'd to church with thee, 

O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 

Lay moving on the grass ; 
Between them and the moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

Thy dress was like the lilies, 
And thy heart as pure as they : 

One of God's holy messengers 
Did walk with me that day. 

I saw the branches of the trees 

Bend down thv touch to meet. 
The clover-blossoms in the grass 

Rise up to kiss thy feet. 

'' Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 
Of earth and folly bom!" 
Solemnly sang the village choir, 
On that sweet Sabbath mom. 




Through the closed blinds the golden sun 

Pour'd in a dusty beam, 
Like the celestial ladder seen 

By Jacob in his dream. 




And ever and anon, the wind, 

Sweet-scented with the hay, 
Tum'd o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves, 

That on the window lav. 
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A (JLKAM HK SINSHINK. 

Loiijj: wius the gcxul man's sennoii, 
Yut it seomM not so to me ; 

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful. 
And still I thought of thee. 

Ijong was the pniyer he utter'd. 

Yet it seemM not so to me ; 
For in my heart I pray'd with him, 

And still 1 thouglit of thee. 




But now, alas ! the place seems changed : 

Thou art no longer here : 
Part of tlie sunshine of the scene 

With thee did disappear. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart. 
Like i)ine-trees dark and high, 

Sulxlue the light of noon, and breathe 
A low and ceaseless sigh ; 

This memory brightens o'er the past, 

As when the sun, conceal'd 
Behind some cloud that near us hangs. 

Shines on a distant field. 
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OiMJU-Bl'll, good-bye to Summer I 

For Summer 's iieurly done ; 
The garden smiling faintly. 

Cool breezea in tbe euii ; 
Our tbrushes mow are silunt, 

Oiir swallows Hown away, — 
But Robin 's here, in eoat of biiiwu, 

And Bcark't breast- knot gay. 
Kobin, Kobin Redbreast, 

O Robin dear! 
Kobin sings so sweetly 

In the falling of the year. 

Bright yellow, red, and orange, 

The leaves come down in bostn ; 
Tlie ti-ees ai* Indian Princes, 

Hut soon they'll tuni to ghosts; 
The leathery pears iind applei^ 

Hang russet on the Ixiugli : 
It's Aatunin, Autumn, Autumn late, 

■Twill soon be Winter now. 
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Robin. K..bin Heabrtast, 

Robin dunr ! 
Anil what will this poor Kobin iJci 

For pinching days n 
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ROBIN REUBREAST. 



The fire-fiide for the cricket, 

The whfttt-atack for the mouse. 
When trembling night-winds whisl 

And moan all round the liotisc ; 
The frosty ways like iron. 

The brancliBB plumed with snow 
Alas ! in Winter dead and dark. 

Where can poor Robin go 'f 
Kobin, Robin Kedbreaat, 

Robin dear! 
And a crumb of brcuil fur Rubin, 

Hia little heart to cheer. 
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W nlk ] 

My l.ttlu boy niiil I,— 
He liiughinj,', runniiiff happy rounds. 

I pacing moiinifnlly, 

■ Niiy. i-liilil ! it ie not wl-U," 1 Maid. 
" Aoioiig thu fjTuvca to bIiouI,^ 
To langli and play among the dc-nd. 
And make thiH noisy rout." 

A moment to my side he elnng. 

Ixjaving his merry play, 
A moment atilt'd liis jyyoua tongiie. 

Almost as hush'd as they : 

TliL'ii, quit« forgetting the eomniuiid, 

In life's exulting burst 
Of eiirly glee, let go my hand, 

■loyous as at the firBt. 

And uuw I did not check him more. 
For, taught by Nature's face, 

I had grown wiser than before, 
Ev'n in that moment's space : 

Sill- spread no foneral pall above 
That (latch of churchyanl ground -. 

Itut tliL' same azure vault of love 
Ak hung o'er all aroan<). 
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A WALK IN A CHL'RCHYARn. 

And white clouds o'er that spot would jiass 

As freely iis elsewhere ; 
The sunshine on no other gm^a 

A richer hue might wear. 

And form'd from out that very mould 

In which the dead did lie, 
The daisy, with its eye of gold, 

Look'd up into the sky. 

The rook was wheeling over head, 

Nor hastened to be gone ; 
The small bird did its glad notes shed, 

Perch'd on a gray head-stone. 

And God, I said, would never give 

This light upon the earth. 
Nor bid in Childhood's heart to live 

These springs of gushing mirth, 

If our one wisdom were to mourn, 

And linger with the dead, 
To nurse, as wisest, thoughts forlorn 

Of worm and early bed. 

Oh, no ! the glory earth puts on, 
The child's unchecked delight. 

Both witness to a triumph won — 
(If we but judged aright) : 

A triumph won o'er Sin and Death — 
From these the Saviour saves ; 

And, like a happy infant, Faith 
Can play among the graves ! 
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THK S()M)1KK'S DHEAM. 



OvK l>ii(;;li!n s»iig truce— for thu nif^ht-cloud hod lovrvr'd. 

Anil the Huiititii'l stars Bct their wittch in the sky ; 
Ami (IidukiuiiIb hiid Hunk mi the ^^rouiid overpuwer'd, 

Till' viuiuy U> sli'i'|i, imd thr woimdtd to die. 
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THK SOM>IKr's DKEAM. 

When reposing that night on my piillot of straw, 
By the wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain. 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again. 

Methooght from the battle-field's dreadful am^y, 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track : 

'Twas Autumn, — and sunshine arose on the way 

To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields, traversed so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young ; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft, 

And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore 

From my home and my weeping friends never to pari ; 

My little ones kiss'd me a thousand times o'er, 
And my wife sobb'd aloud in her fulness of heart. 

" Stay, stay with us, — rest ! thou art weary and worn ! " — 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay ; 
But sorrow retum'd with the dawning of mom. 
And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 
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TirKKl: lived a liws in Ihvitiicsh, 
Slu- Hiis the [ii-iiip of fi' iIk' t..wii. 

Illytlu- lis tlif lurk 1)11 [,r,)wnn.lai.. 
Whi-ri Ihu.- the nost l.iit lu-wly Hcuvn. 

At kirk she wuii the auhl folks' Irive. 
At dfiiici' she wnn the ymiiifT men's c 

Sho wns the l.lvlhcst nv o' tlio Ulvthe. 



At 
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As 1 e..»ie ill by Imertiess. 
The Minmier »ini wi.s siukiii^^ <l»wiu 

(licro r saw the weel-faiii-M luss, 

Am! she was (m'ctinn tliii.iit,'h (he town. 
The frrey-hiiii-M men were a i' tlie slivct^. 

Ami mihl .i.iiiies eryiiiji (sni! tii see 1) 
•■ 'I'lie lluwer </ the la.ls of rnvemess 

Lie.h'a<lu|.ni, Cullodeii.l.-e;" 

Slio tore her hntlet-linka of powil. 

Anil liiglitoil ay her iMimely co ; 
" My fathcr'M liead 'r oh Carlisle wall. 

At Preston Hleep niy hrethrcn three! 

1 thought my heart couhl hand nac iimir, 
Mac tears eould ever hlin' my ec ; 

Hut the fa' o' anc has bnrst my heart — 
A dearer ane tlierc cimhlna 1h' ! 



.. -^3.*; 



^ 




THE LOTELT LASS OK INVERNESS. 

** He trysted me o' love yestreen, 

Of love-tokens he gave me three ; 
But he's faulded i' the arms o' weir, 

ne'er again to think o' me ! 
The forest flowers shall be my bod, 

My food shall bo the ^^^ld berrie ; 
The fa' o' the leaf shall co'er me eanld. 

And waukenM again I winna be!" 

O weep, O weep, ye Scottish dames. 

Weep till ye blin' a mither's ee ; 
Nae reeking ha' in fifty miles, 

But naked corses sad to see ! 
O spring is blythesome to the year. 

Trees sprout, flowers spring, and biriLs sing hie 
But oh ! what spring can raise them up. 

That lie on dread Culloden-lee ? 

The liand o' God hung hea\y here, 

And lightly toueh'd foul tyrannie ; 
It struck the righteous to the ground, 

And lifted the destroyer hie. 
** But there's a day," quo' my God in prayer, 
" When righteousness shall bear the gree ; 
I'll rake the wicked low i' the dust. 

And wauken, in bliss, the gude man's ee!" 
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'TwAS llie vcrj- inprry summer time, 
Tiutt gnrlantls liilltf tind dnlcs. 

And tlic south wind rung n fairy cliime 
ITpon tlif foxglnyf- \»\\n : 
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TUE OLD GRKEN LANE. 

The cackoo stood on tlie ladv-bircli. 

To bid her last good-bye — 
The lark sprung over the village church, 

And whistled to the sky ; 
And we had come from the harvest sheaves, 

A blythe and tawny train, 
And tracked our paths with poj)j)y leaves 

Along the old green lane. 

'Twas a pleasant way on a sunny day, 

And we were a happy set. 
And we idly bent where the streamlet went, 

To get our fingers wet ; 
With the dog-rose there, and the orchis there. 

And the woodbine twining through, 
With the broad trees meeting everywhere, 

And the grass still dank with dew. 
Ah ! we all forgot, in that blissful spot, 

The names of care and i)ain. 
As wo lay on the bank, by the shej)herd's cot. 

To rest in the old green lane. 

Oh, days gone by ! I can but sigh 

As I think on that rich hour, 
AVlien my heart in its glee but seem'd to be 

Another wood-side flower ; 
For though the trees be still as fair. 

And the wild bloom still as gay — 
Though the south wind sends as sweet an air, 

And heaven as bright a day ! — 
Yet the merr}' set are far and wide. 

And we ne'er shall meet again. 
We shall never ramble side bv side? 

Along that green old lane. 
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THK MAY yUKEN. 

You muKt w'ukc anil (.'iill tun curly, cull inc eitrly, luotlier dear : 
To-morrow 'ill lio tlie litippit/st time of nil the glad New-year; 
or till tlie gliid Ni'w-year, mother, the maddest merriest day ; 
b'or 1 'in to Ik- Queen o' the May, mother, 1 'm to be Qaeen o' the May. 



There 'h iiiuiiy u bliick bluck eye, they say, but none SO bright 86 mine ; 

There 'm Mui^n-t and Mavy, then' 's Kate and Cwxiline ; 

Itut none ho liiir us little Aliec in all the land, they say. 

So I 'ni to Ih! (^leeii <>' the May. mothei-, I'm to bo Queen o' tlie May. 

I tilee)! si> sound all night, mother, thftt 1 Nhall never wake, 

Ifyou do nut rail nie hnid wlien the day liegina to break: 

But I must guthei- knots of flowers, and buds and garlands gay. 

h'or I 'm to l>e Queen o' the May. mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May. 

Ati 1 came u|i the valley, whom think ye ehould I see. 

But Itobin leaning on the hridgtt honenth the hasel-tree F 

He thought of lliat Hharji loi>k, mother, I gave iiim yesterday, — 

Kut I 'in to l)e Queen o' the May, mother, I "m to be Queen o' the May. 

He thought I waa a ghost, mother, for I was all in white. 
And I ran by him without speaking, like a Hash of light. 
They call me uniel-heurted, hut I catv not what they say. 
For I 'm to be Queou o' the May. mother, 1 'm to lie Qneen o' the May. 





They say be'n dying nil for love, but tluit can novcr l)e : 

They say hU heart is hreakinp, mother — what is that to me ? 

There's many a bolder )a<l 'II ivoo mo any summer day, 

For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to bo Queen o' the Mny, 




THE MAY QVEKN. 

Little Effie shall f^o with mo.to-inorrow to the pri'een, 

And you '11 Ikj tliere, too, mother, to see me made the Queen ; 

For the shepherd lads on evei'v side 'ill come from far away. 

And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, T 'm to he Queen o' the Ma}'. 

The honeysuckle round tlie porch has wov'n its wavy bowers. 
And by the meadow-trenches blow the taint sweet cuckoo-flowers ; 
And the wild marsh -marigold shines like tire in swamps and hollows pray, 
And I 'm to Ix) Queen o' the May, mother, T 'm to 1h; Queen o' the May. 

The night-winds come and go, mother, uj)on the meadow-grass, 
And the happy stars al)ove them seem to brighten as they pa.ss ; 
There will not be a dn>p of rain the whole of the livelong day. 
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, T 'm to be Queen o' the May. 

All the valley, mother, 'ill be fresh and green and still, 

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill. 

And the rivulet in the flowery dale 'ill merrily glance and play, 

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, T 'm to be Queen o' the May. 

So you must wake and call me eai-ly, call me early, mother dear. 

To morrow 'ill be the happiest time of all the glad New-year; 

To-morrow 'ill be of all the vear the maddest merriest day, 

For I 'm to be Queen o' the ^lay, mother, T 'm to \ye Queen o' the May. 
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AULI) ROBIN (I HAY 



Whkn the sheep are in the fauld, when the eows come ha:i»e. 
When a' tlie wearj' worhl to quiet rest ai*e pine, 
Tlie woes of my heart fa' in sh(^\vers fmt? my ee, 
UnkennM hy my giideman, who soundly sleeps hy me. 

Young Jamie loo\l me well, and sought me for his hride, 
But saving ne crown-piece, he'd naething else heside. 
To make the crown a pound my Jami(> gaed to sea; 
And the crown and the j)Ound, oh ! they were baith for me I 

Before he had lx»en gane a twelvemonth and a day. 
My father brak his arm, our cow was sto^\^l away ; 
^fy motlier she fell sick - my Jamie was at sea - 
And auld Robin Gray — oh I he came a-courting n\v ! 

My father couldua work, my mother couldna spin ; 
I toil'd day and night, but tlieir brt ad T couldna win ; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and. wi' tears in his ee, 
Said, " Jenny, oh ! for their sakes, will you maiTy me ?" 

My heart it said na, and I lookM for Jamie back ; 
But hard blew the winds, and his ship was a wrack : 
His ship it was a wrack ! why didna Jamie dee ? 
Or wherefore am T spar(»d to cry out. Woe is me I 
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My fatbcr argui'd Bair— my motber ilitliia i 
But she liMik'il in my lace lill my heart wa 
They gied him my hand, (mt my heart wa» 
Anil (u> Huld Robin Gray, hi- watt ffudeman 






I hadna been his wife a week but only four. 

When, moumfu' as I sat on the stane at my door, 

I saw my Jamie's ghaist--I couldna think it he. 

Till he said, " I'm come hame, my love, to marry thee!" 







Al'Lh ROHIX GRAY. 

Oh ! sair, sair did we greet, and mickle say of a' ; 
Ae kiss we took — iiae niair : I bad him gang awa\ 
I wish that I were dead, but Tm no like to dei» ; 
For oh ! I am bnt young to cry out, Woe is nie ! 

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena niucli to spin ; 
I darena think o' Jamie, for that \va<l l>e a sin : 
But I will do my best a glide wife aye to l>c. 
For auld Robin Gray, oh I he is sac kind to me. 













; by tho lin.k'iis 
Stood sileut in tlic sliaile, 
Anil oil tho gravcirJ patliwiiy 
The light ami ghwlow plny'il. 



Wide 0[>tn lo the flir ; 
But the faces of (he cliilJren, 
They were no longer there. 



Tlie largv Newfoundland hoOHC-dog 
Was standing hy the door; 

He lookM for his little jilaymatcs, 
Who would return no more. 

They walk'd not under the lindens. 
They play'd not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and uilcnce, and sadness. 
Were hanging over all. 
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HIPHRTS JEAHCH. 

C,\iiAiiisK Khinf;, stimip well Iiiinf:r< 
Fliif^'oii n( Bni!<Hc-liow meiTily swimg ; 
Toss ii|. tlic hIp. for <.ui- flap, like a siiil. 
Stnijif,'li"» mid swt'lln in tlif hot .July jr«lo, 
('i)liiurs fliii(r out, nml llieu fjivi- tlicm ii Kliciut — 
AVc are llw pilluiits to put tlicni to rout. 

Flasli nil your swonls, like Tfirlnrinn honlcs, 

Anil Kcarc tlic i.niu Inili.-s of Piintnn Wds ; 

Our Ktwl ciU's fliiiU bla/e (hniuj.'h tlic lony: summer I'ny 

As we, f,'ftlli)[piiif,', siiif,' our mail Ciivulil'r Inyw, 

TliL-ii lumiicrs ft.IvHiur! liy llir lilies <.f Fiimco, 

■\Vf nif tlif piUiuils to U-H-l'llu^m ii duiiw ! 

RiiiK 11k- Ivlls l:a.k. tl.out'Ii the Msirn look lilnek, 
ntfiuiife to kiuivcs wlio lilt' liol (iji our track. 
'■ Murder uml lire ! " sliout loudtT nml liif;licr ; 
Hemcniher K.ljre-liiU ni.d tlif red-dabblcd mire, 
WLeii our sleedw we slinll stall in tlie Parliament hall, 
Ami ehaki- the old nest till the roof-tiee kIuiII full. 



Froth it up, ffirl, till it Hj)laNli every ewrl, 
October's tho liijuor for trooper and earl ; 
Bubble it up, incny gold in the cup, 
TVe never inny tuste of to-morrow night's sup. 
(Those red ribbons glow on thy bosom below 
Like apple-lrec bloom on a biUoek of snow.) 
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RUPKKT S MARCH. 

No, by my word, there never shook sword 
Better than this in the clutch of a lord ; 
The blue streaks that run are as bright in tlie sun 
As the veins on the brow of that loveliest one ; 
No deep light of the sky, when the twilight is nigh, 

Glitters more bright than this bhvde to the eye. 

###### 

Well, whatever may hap, this rusty steel-cap 
Will keep out full many a pestilent rap ; 
This buff, though it's old and not larded with gold, 
Will guard me fn)m rapier as well as from cold ; 
This scarf, rent and torn, though its colour is worn, 
Shone gay as a page's but yesterday mom. 

Here is a dint from the jagg of a flint, 

Thrown by a Puritan, just as a hint ; 

But this stab through the buff was a warning more i*ough, 

When Coventry city arose in a huff; 

And I met with this gash, as we rode with a crash 

Into Noll's pikes on the banks of the Asli. 

No jockey or groom wears so draggletl a plumo 

As this that's just drench'd in the swift-flowing Froom. 

Red grew the tide ere we reach'd the steep side. 

And steaming the hair of old Barbaiy's hide ; 

But for branch of that oak that saved me a stroke, 

I had sunk there like herring in pickle to soak. 

Pistolet crack flash'd bright on our track, 
And even the foam of the water tum'd black. 
They were twenty to one, our poor raj)ier to gun, 
But we charged up the bank, and we lost only one ; 
So I saved the old flag, though it was but a rag. 
And the sword in my hand was snapp'd off to a jagg. 
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KIPEKT S MARCH. 

Tlic wattT was churiiM as we wlieelM and we turiiM, 

And tlie dry bitike to scare out the vermin we buniM. 

We gave our halloo, and our trumpet we blew ; 

Of all their stout fifty we left them but two ; 

With a mock and a laugh, won their banner and stall'. 

And trod down the conu^ts as thrashers do chaff*. 

Saddle my roan, his back is a throne, 

Hettor than velvet or gold, you will own, 

rx)ok to your match, or some liann you may catch. 

For tn»ason has always some mischief to hatch ; 

And Oliver 's out with all Ha*;lengg's rout, 

So I 'm told by this shivering, white-liver'd scout. 

We came over the downs, through village and towns. 
In spite of the sneers, and the curses and frowns ; 
Dnjwning their psalms, and stilling their qualms. 
With a clatter and i*attle of scabbards and arms. 
Down the long street, with a trample of feet, 
For the echo of hoofs to a Cavalier 's sweet. 

See black on each roof, at the sound of our hoof. 

The Puritans gather, but keep them aloof; 

Their muskets are long, and they aim at a throng. 

Hut woe to the weak when they challenge the strong I 

Butt-end to the door, one hammer more. 

Our pike-men rush in, and the struggle is o'er. 

Storm througli the gate, batt-er the plate. 
Cram the red crucible into the grate ; 
Saddle-bags fill, Bob, Jenkin, and Will, 
And spice the staved wine that runs out like a rill. 
That maiden sliall ride all to-day by my side. 
Those ribbons are fitting a Cavalier's bride. 



](:- 









Does Baxter say right, that a l>odicv laced tight, 
Should nevtr bu soeii by the sun or the Ught ? 
Like stars from a wood, shine under that huod, 
Eyes that arc sparkliiif^. thuugh piuiis aiid good. 
Surely this waist was by Providenci! j)la«od. 
By a tpiio lover's arm to be often embraced. 
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KITEUT .s MAUril. 

Down on yuur knoes, vou villains in friezo, 

A (Irau^lit to Kinjjf Cliark's, or a swing fmni those tn-es ; 

Blow otfthis stiff lock, for *tis useless to knock, 

The hiilies will panlon the Tioise and the sliock. 

¥vim\ this hriifht dewy cheek, might I venture to speak, 

I could kiss of!* the tears thoiigii she wept for a week. 

Now loop nie this scarf rouiul the bi*oken pike-staff. 

Twill do for a Hag, though the Crop Heads may laugh. 

Who was it blew ? Give an halloo. 

And hang out the pennon of crimson and blue ; 

A volley of shot is a welcoming hot ; — 

It cannot be troop of the murdering Scot ? 

Fire the old mill on the brow of the hill, 
l^reak do^^^l the plank that runs over the rill, 
l^ar the town gate ; if the burghers debate. 
Shoot some to death, for the villains must wait ; 
Rip up tlu? lead from the roofing o'er head, 
And melt it for bullets, or we shall be sped. 

Now look to your buff, for steel is the stuff 
To shush your brown jerkins with crimson enough ; 
There burst a flash — I lieard their drums crash ; 
To hoi-se ! now for race over moorland and plash ; 
Kre the stars glimmer out, we will wake with a shout 
The true men of York, who will welcome our rout. 

We'll shake their red roofs with our echoing hoofs, 

And flutter the dust from their tapestry woofs ; 

Their old ^Minster shall ring with our " God save the King," 

And our hoi^scs shall drink at St. Christopher's spring ; 

We shall welcome the meat, O the wine will taste sweet, 

When our boots we fling off, and as brothers we meet. 
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THE MINUTE GUN. 

When iu the storm on Albion's coast 
Tlie niglit-wateh guards his wary post, 

From tlioughts of danger free, 
He marks some vessel's duskv form. 
And hears, amid the howling storm. 

The minute gun at sea. 

Swift on the shore a hardy few 
The life-l)oat man with gallant crew, 

And dare the dangerous wave : 
Through the wild surf they cleave their way. 
Lost in the form, nor know disnuiy, 

For they go the crew to save. 

But, oh ! what rapture fills each breast 
Of the hopeless crew of the ship distress'd I 
Then, landed safe, what joy to tell 
Of all the dangers that befell ! 
Then heard is no more, 
By the watch on shore. 

The minute gun at sea. 
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■iiti.iiron till' still'. Man-. i ^ ^ 

\Vli,.iv «■■■ sal !.;.ic liy si(k', * h 

( )r. n l>i-i>rl.l Mny inm-ni,ig Ini.R .«„, .J^^Tf 

Wlioti Drat yoH were ray hri.U-, ^ i } ^ 

Tlic wim wiis s]iringing frcsli and pn-i'n. § t- 

An.l the lurk saug loud mid hifjli, 
And rlie ivd was on your liji. Mary, 

Ami tW love lkhri„y«urfy." 
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THR IRISH KMhSKANT. 

The place is little rhaiigeil, Marv. 

The day's as bright as then ; 
The lark's loud song is in my ear, 

And the com is green again. 
Bat I miss the soft clasp of your hand. 

And your warm breath on my cheek. 
And I still keep listening for the won Is 

You never more may speak. 

'Tis but a step do>vn yonder lane. 

The village church stands near — 
The church where we were wed, Marv, 

I see the spire from here. 
But the grave-yard lies between, Mary, 

And my step might break your rest, 
Where I've laid you, darling, down to sleep. 

With your baby on your breast . 

Tm very lonely, now, Mary, 

For the poor make no new friends ; 
But, oh ! they love the liettei* 

The few our Father sends. 
And you were all 1 had, Mary, 

My blessing and my pride ; 
There's nothing left to care for now. 

Since my p<K)r Mary died. 

Tm bidding you a long farewell. 

My Mary kind and true. 
But I'll not forget you, darling. 

In the land I'm going to. 
They say there's bread and work for all. 

And the sun shines always there, 
But I'll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times less fair. 

11. -J 
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ViMW pfiitly. >"■..,.! M\m. „wn>u: tiiv j.Ti-en 
Flow (ji'iitly, I'll ftiiip llit-f a song in thy prHist; 
My Mary "b tiKlcL-ji l>y thy iniinnuriii^ stream, 
Klow p-iilly, Bwcct AftiiTi. distiirh imt her dream. 



Thdu st,)ek.(l..ve, whiisi- echo n-Bouiuls through the gl 
Ye n-na whiHtliiip hlaeklimis in yon thorny don, 
Thou frreen-erested hipwiiij;. thy neri'aming forbear, 
I dmrm' yiu. disturh not my slumliorinp fair. 



H.,«- lotly. »" 


eel Atlon. th_\ 


neighliouriug hills, 


Km- mark'.! w 


til the conrso 


1)1' dear, winding rills 


Then- (hiilv I 


«-ft,i,ler lis .,<H 


II rinca high. 


My flocks mil 


inv Marys s^ 


oit cot in my eyp. 



Hi>w iileasant thy hunks ami green vfllleys hclow. 
A\niere wild in the woodlamJe the primroses hlow ; 
Then' otl, as inilil ovcninK weeps over the lea, 
Tlie swet't-soeiited hirk shades my Mary and me. 

Tliy crystal wtrcaiii, Afton, liow loTcly it glides. 
And winds by tlie cot where my Mary resides ; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
Ab gathering sweet flow'rctfl she stems thy clear wave. 



Plow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays : 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 




THK IXCMirAPE ROCK. 

Xo stir in the air, no stir in tlic sea. 
The ship was still as she could be ; 
Her sails from heaven received no motion. 
Her keel was steady in the ocean. 

Without either si^^i or sound of tlieir sliock, 
The waves flowM over the Inchcape Rock ; 
So little they rose, so little they fell, 
They did not move the Inchcape Hell. 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok 
Had placed tliat bell on the Inchcape* Rock ; 
On a buov in the storm it floated and s\vun<r, 
And over the waves its warning ning. 

When the Rock was hid bv the surtre's swell, 
The mariners heard the waniin<^ Bell : 
And then they knew tlie perilous Rock. 
And bless'd the Abbot of Aberbrothok. 





The sun in heaven wjis shining" ^ay. 

All thinj^s were joyful on that day ; 

The sea-birds sereamVl as thcv wheel'd round, 

And there was joyaunce in their sound. 

The buoy of the Inclicape Bell was seen, 
A darker speck on the ocean p-reen ; 
Sir Ralph the l^ov(»r walk'd his deck. 
And he fix'd his eye on the darker speck. 
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iiirtl. wiu. ivk'kedi 




His eye was mi llu- IurLtii|.f fWt.; 
Qiwtli lie, ■■ My iiiL-ii, ))iu out tlif bout, 
Anil r..w iiu- to t\w Indu-rtpo Kock. 
And I'll [.likfTiH' till- Alihot oi' Alwrbi-otlm 





THE IS('HCAI»K HOCK. 

The boat is lower (i, the boatmen row. 

And to the Incheai)e Roek they ^o ; 

Sir Ralph Ix'nt over fT*oin the Imat, 

And he eut the Hell fn)ni the Ineheape float. 

Down Slink the 1M\ with a giir^lin<r sound. 

The bubbles rose and bui*st around ; 

Quoth Sir Ralph, " The next who comes to the Roek 

Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 

Sir Ralph the Rover sailM away, 
He seour'd the seas for many a day ; 
And now, gi-own rich with plunderM store 
He steel's his course for Scotland's shore. 

So thick a haze o'ersprejuLs the sky. 
They cannot see the sun on high ; 
The wind hath blowTi a gale all day. 
At evening it hath died away. 




On the deck the Rover takes his stand ; 
So dark it is, they see no land. 
Quoth Sir Raljdi, '' It will be lighter soon. 
For there is the dawTi of the rising moon." 

" Canst hear," said one, *' the breakers roar f 
For methinks we should be near the sliore. ' 
'" Now where we are I cannot tell. 
But I wish I could hear the Inclicape Bell." 




They hear no sound, the swell is strong ; 
Though the wind hath fallen, they drift along. 
Till the vessel strikes, with a shivering shock, 
** O Christ ! it is the Inehcape liock !" 
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IIIK FNTIhAI'K U(HK. 

Sir Ka]})]i Uu* Rover ton* liis luiir: 
Hi* cnrscil liinisrlt' in liis despair: 
TIh* waves I'usli in im every sijli*. 
The sliij) is sinkiiiir beneatli the tide. 

Jhit even iti liis (Ivinjr tear 
One (iTvadful sound ooiild the Rover liear 
A sound as if, witli tlie Inohcaj)e IM). 
The Devil below was ringing his knell. 
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TllEKE dwelt a 

Beside tho 
He work'd and HHUg from mom to ii 

No lark more blytiie tliaii lie ; 
And tliis tliu burden of liis song 

For ever used tobe,— 
" I envy noliody : no, not 1, 

And nobody t 
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" Thon 'rt wrong, my friend 
" Tlion 'rt wrong 
For could ray heart be light us thint', 

I 'd gladly chanf^ with thue. 
And tell me now whiit makes tUee eiiig 

With voice so loud and free, 
While I am sad, though I 'm the King, 
Beside the river Dee ? " 

The miller smiled and doff'd his cap : 

" I earn my bread," quoth he ; 
" I love my wife, I love my friend, 

I love my children three ; 
I owe no penny I cannot pay ; — 

I thank the river Dee, 
That turiia the mill that griudu the con 
To feed my hubeH and me." 



:loId King Hat, 
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Hut «nv nr. n 


lorc.ir thou Mst Ix' 


triH'. 


That nn o 


c PTivicB thee. 




Thj- jneaiv c 


[1 ie wtirth my erowti,— 


Thy miJI n 


ly kingdoni'K fee ! 




Such men ns 


thou arc England's 


lx>a«i 






THE ARAB'S FAKKWKIJ, TO HIS STRKl). 

Mt beautifnl ! my bpautifiil ! ihat stiiinlcst inctkly hy, 

With thy proudly arch'il anil glossy nock, thy dai'k anil turry vy<- - 

Fret not to roam the desert now «-ith all tliy winfroil sjiccd. 

I may not monnt on thco again — tlioii>t soM, my Amb Ntcod! 

Fret not with that impatient lioof, snuff not ihc bret'/y wiml. 

The farther that thou fliest now, so far am I liehind. 

The stranger hatli thy bridle-rein, tliy muster hath his gold. 

Fleet limb'd and beautiful, farewell ! thoii'rt sold, mv sfeed, tliiiu'rt sold ! 



Farewell ! those free untired limbs ful 
To reach the chill and wintry sky whi 
Some other hand, less fond, must now 
Thy silky mane, I braided onec, must 
The morning sun shall dawn afrain, bi 
Shall I gallop throuKli the desert path 
Evening shall darken on the earth, an 



Some other steed, witji : 



my a mile must roam, 
'loudfi the sti-anger's home 
■ eoni and bivad prejmre. 

•ver more with thee 
lieiv wo were wont to Iw. 
;r the sandy ]d»in 



step, shall hear mc ho 
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THR ARAB S KAREWKI.h TO HIS STEED. 

Yes ! thou must f^o | fbe wild free breeze, the brilhant sun and sky. 
Thy master's liouse, — fnim all of these my exiled one must fly. 
Thy proutl dark eye will grow less proud, thy step become less fleet, 
And vainly shalt thou arch thy neck thy master's hand to meet. 
Oidy in sleep shall I behold that dark eye glancing bright ; 
Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and light ; 
And when 1 raise my dreaming arm to check or cheer thy speed. 
Then must I, starting, wake to feel thou Vt sold, my Arab steed ! 

Ah ! rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand may chide, 
Till foam- wreaths lie, like crested waves, along thy panting side ; 
And the rich bl(x>d that 's in thee swells in thy indignant pain. 
Till careless eyes which rest on thee, may count each starting vein. 
Will they ill-use thee ? Tf 1 thought— but no, it cannot be — 
Thou art so swift, yet easy eurl)'d —so gentle, yet so free. 
And yet, if haply when thou 'rt gone, my lonely heart should yearn. 
Can the same hand which casts thee off* command thee to return ? 

Return ? Alas, my Arab steed ! what shall thy master do, 
When thou, who wert his all of joy, hast vanish'd from his view ? 
When the dim distance cheats mine eye,and,thn)ugh the gathering tears, 
Thy bright form for a moment like the false mirage appears. 
Slow and unmounted will I roam with weary foot alone. 
Where with fleet step and joyous l)ound thou oft hast lK>me me on : 
And sitting down l)y that green well, will pause and sadly think, 
'Twas here he bow'd his <i:lossv neck, when last I saw him drink. 

When hist I mw him drinh' ! Away ! the fever'd dream is o'er ; 
I could not live a day, and know that we should meet no more. 
They tempted me, my beautiful ! for hunger's power is strong ; 
They tempted me, my beautiful! but 1 have loved too long: 






Who said that 1 had piven tliee up r Who iiaid that thou wert Kold f 
'Tifl false, 'tis talet: ! my Arab stfcd I I tliiig thcni liat-k tlioir gold. 
Thus, thus, I leap upon thy Imck. and scour iho distant plainn, — 
Away ! — who overtakes us now slinll chiini thcu for his pains I 




-=.^f 




UBt country. 



A wKt.L thcrv in ii 

And a, clearer o 
Thero ia not a wife in the west conntiy 

But 1ms hoard of tliu Well of St. Kcym 

An oak and an elm-tree stand beside, 
And. beliind doth an asli-tree grow, 

And a willow from the bank above 
Droops to the water below. 



A traveller came to the Well of St. Keyiio ; 

Joyfully ho drew nigh, 
For i'rom cock-crow he had boon travelling. 

And there was not a cloud in the sky. 

He drank of the water so cool and clear, 

For thirsty and liot was he, 
And he sat down upon the bank 

Under the willow-tree. 



There came a man from the house bard by, 

At the Well to fill his pail ; 
On the well-side lie rested it, 

And he bade the stranger hail. 
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THK WKLL OF ST. KKYNE. 

** Now art thou a bai'lu'lor. slnui^tT r" ijuotli he, 
** For an if thou hjust a wife, 
Tlie happiest dniu^ht tliou liast (inuik this (lay 
That ever thou didst in thy life. 

" Or h{is thy gixxl woman, if oiu; thou hast, 
Ever here in Cornwall Ikhmi r 
For an if she have. Til ventui*e my life 

Slie hsis drank of the Well of St. Kevne." 

'* 1 have left a good woman who never was hen*," 

The stranger he made rej)ly, 
** But that my draught should be the better for that, 

I })ray you answer me why r" 

" St. Keyne," quoth the Cornish-man. " many a time 
Drank of this crystal Well, 
And before the Angel summonM her, 
She laid on the water a spell. 

" If tlie husband of this gifted Well 
Shall drink before his wife, 
A happy man thenceforth is he. 
For he shall be master for life. 

"But if the wife should drink of it first, 
God help the husband then !" 
The stranger stoop'd to the Well of St. Keyne, 
And drank of the water again. 

** You drank of the Well I waiTant betimes r" 
He to the (\>i*nish-man said : 
But the Cornish-man smiled as the Stranger spake. 
And sheepishly shook his head. 
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; WEI.l, OF HT. KKVNK. 







'• I hustoird as scion as tlif wtHUliiifi wna 

Anil left my wife in llie porch : 

Biit i' faith sho had bi'cn winur tliim n 

For she took a botllo to clmruli." 






NIGHT. 

NioHT is the time for rest ; 

How sweet, when labours elose, 
To gather round an aching breast 

The curtain of repose, 
Stretch the tired limbs, and lay the heiwl 
Down on our own delightful bed ! 

Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life, 
When truth that is, and truth that seems, 

Mix in fantastic strife : 
Ah ! visions, less beguiling far 
Than waking dreams by daylight are I 

Night is the t imc for toil ; 

To plough the classic field. 
Intent to find the buried si)oil 

Its wealthy furrows yield ; 
Till all is ours that sages taught. 
That poets sang, and heroes wrought . 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with unseen tears 
Those graves of memory where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes, that were angels at their birth. 
Hut died when young, like things of earth. 
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NIGHT. 

Night is the time to watch ; 

O'er ocean's dark expanse 
To liail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full moon's earliest glance, 
That hringH into the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care, 

Brooding on hours mis-spent, 
To see the spectre of Despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus, 'midst his slumbering host, 
Summon' d to die by CsBsar's ghost. 

Night is the time to think ; 

Wlien, from the eye, the soul 
Takes flight, and, on the utmost brink 

Of yonder starry pole, 
Discerns beyond the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray : 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away ; 

So will his followers do, — 
Steal ft'om the throng to haunts ontrod, 
And commune there alone with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When all around is peace, 
Calmly to yield the weary breath, 

From sin and suffering cease, 
Think of Heaven's bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends ; — such death be mine. 
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THE MILL-STREAM. 

LoNii tmilH ut' ciHtus flowerH 

Creep im the rocky liill ; 
And beila of strong' apear-inint 

Oroiv round ulwut tlie niill ; 
And from a mountain turn iilM)ve, 

As iieaceful as n di'uam, 
Like to ehiid unruly. 
Though Mcliool'd and eoon.seH'd Iriily. 

FoamH down the wild null-stream! 




THE MILL-STREAM. 

Tlio wild mill-stream it dnsliotli, 

III mcmmont nway. 
And keeps the miller and liis son 

So busy all the dav ! 

Into the ma<l mill-stream 

The mountain roses fall ; 
And fern and adder s-tonjjne 

Cirow on the old mill-wall, 
'i'he tarn is on the upland moor, 

Where not a leaf doth ^ow ; 
And thnm^h the mountain ^shes 
The mcny mill-stream da^^hes 

Down to the sea below ; 
Ihit in the quiet liollows 

The red trout groweth prime, 
For the miller and the miller's scm 

To angle when they 've time. 

Then fair befall the stream 

That tunis the mountain mill. 
And fair befall the narrow road 

That windeth up the hill ! 
And good luek to the countiyman, 

And to his old grey mare, 
That upward toileth steadily. 
With meal-sacks laden heavily, 

Tn storms a45 well as fair ! 
And good luek to the miller 

And to the miller's son ; 
And eyer may the wind-wheel tnm, 

While mountain waters mn ! 
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Livu oVr 11; 
Whc-n riiil- 



Had Ijli-iulfd will, i: 
And sill, was t!ic-iv. 



She lenii'd api.iiist tL ■ armed man 
The slaliic<)f tlie ariK.-d knight; 
She stood and lisft-n'.' 1" niy lay 
Amid llir lliiir'Tiu^- lifjlit. 
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Few sorrows lialh shi- uf ]wr own, 
My hope ! my Joy I n;y (ieueviovo ! 
She loves me hest, whene'er 1 sing 
The songs Ihat iiwl;u her grieve. 

1 pluyed a soft iind t1;)leful air, 
I Bang an old tuul moving story— 
An old rudo song thut suited well 
That ruin wild unci hoary. 
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She listen'd with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
Kgr well she knew, I could not clioose 
But gaze upon Ler face. 

I told her of the Knight that wore 
Upon his shield a bnmiiig brand ; 
Aiid that for ten long yearn he woo'ii 
'I'he Imiy of the Land. 





r.ovK. 

T told her how he pined : and, ah ! 
The low, the deep, the pU'adini^ tone. 
With which I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 

Slie listenM with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me that I gazed 
Too fondlv on her fjice ! 

Hut when I told the cruel scorn 
Wliich crazed this bold and lovely Kniglit. 
And that he cross'd the mountain-woods. 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den. 
And sometimes from the darksome sha^le. 
And sometimes starting up at once 

In green and sunny glade- 
There came, and look'd him in the facl^ 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 
And that he knew it was a Fiend, 

This miserable Knight ! 

And that, unknowing what he did. 
He leap'd amid a muderous band, 
^Vnd saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; 

And how she wept and clasp'd his knees. 
And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed his bi-ain ; 

And that she imrsed him in a cave ; 
And how his madness went away 
When on the yellow forest-leaves 
A dying man he lay ; 
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Ills (IvliiLT wonls but wliiMi 1 rcac^h'd 
That tcndtMvst strain of all tlir dittv. 
Afy falt(M'iiiLr voice and ])ausin<jf liai*]) 
Disturb'd Iht soul willi ])itv ! 

All ini])nlses of soul and sense 
Had tlu'ill'd inv <riiileless (lenevievc. 
The Tiuisie and the <Iolef'ul tale. 
The I'leh and bnlmv ev(» : 




^\nd ho])es. and ^vwvr^ that kin<ih' hop(\ 
An untlistinLriiisludrle throiiir; 
And LT^Mitle wishes Ioult snlidued. 
SuIxImcmI jmd I'herisird lr)ni;I 

She wept witli ])ity and delii^ht. 
She bhish'd with love and virLrin shame 
And. lik(» the munnur of a <lreani. 
I lieanl her hrejithe niv name. 

ller hosom heaved she stept aside: 
As eonscrious of my look, she stept — 
Then su(hl(ndv, with timorous eve 
She fled to me. and wept. 

She half inclo><'d iiie with her arms. 
She press'd me with a meek eiidiraee ; 
And. bendinu: back her head, look'd iiji 
And Lr.'i/e(l np«>n my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear. 
And partly 'twas a ba,sbful art 
That I nnght rather feel, than see. 
The Rwollin^ of her heart. 

T ealm'd her fears ; and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pritle ; 
And so I won niv Genevieve, 
Mv bnVht and Ix'anteons Hride ! 
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I'vf «cen tlif H.ivst 

With flowers of llio fiiiifst ui.isl ]ili>asinit und piy 

Siic Iwuiiie wiis tlicir bloDrtiiii^ I 

Thfir BLtiit ilii- uir pcHuiiiiug! 
But now they ait- witL.Tii aii.l wedeii imny. 

I've Sfui llie iJiwuiu- 
W'itli gold Ihc hills ad..nii..jr. 
And loud tempest stoniiing lii'iuiv the iiiid-diiv. 
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TKR FLOWERS OV THK FOREST. 

I've s(;cn TwectVn silver gtreamx 
Shining in tlie sunny beams, 
n\r ilninilv and diirk as ho row'ii on 




(Hi. Kvkit! Fortune, 

Why tliiw cnicl sporting r 
Oli. why still perjilex hs, poor sons of n ilfli 

Nac niair your smiles cnn cheer me, 

Nae mair your frowns cnn fear me ; 
Kor tlie Flowers of the Forest are a' weile a 
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\-.\\{\i»\y rwrsiTKi). 

FrIM Slirliriu-Ciisilr w,. UaA ^.■•■u 

T]iemn/,y K..i'ili urn-iivllM : 
Hail tn..] Wv l.^niks ..!' CW.U: iiii.l Til 

Anil will. tlu-Twroilliiiil tfiiViOlM; 
AikI wIjcIi w(- (-lutir in ( -Inn'iil'oi'.l. 

Tlii^n s:ii<l iiiy " u-iiis,.Tii,- i,iam.«-, ' 
■■\VhiilfVrl.ctiiU\ w,.'ll tiLMi li-i.lr. 

AtkTmoiW l!ni..-s,>rVirvn.v,- 

"Let Yiirnm- f..lk. fr:,,- l^flkirk J'..wii. 

■\Vli--. hiivf k'-^ti iMiyijiL', s.llii.g. 

Go Wk t<. Yiimm-. lisrlii.ii-ouji: 
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On r.u-niw\-< Imiiks l.:t luT.ms H^i-.l. 

l-ftin-s .'<>ii.-)i. iKi.l nibl.its Ixirn.w I 
Hilt we M-ill ii.iwiiwm-,U Willi tiiu Twv 

Nortunm^iiletoynrinw, 

"TluTu-3 Ciilhi U'^itLT. Lfiukr Iluu-lia. 

HcihlyiiiL'Hirlit l.doi'c us : 
Ami ])rvl>..f,.u;rli. \vIk;iv with diiniing 

Tlic]mtwlii(wsiii!iiiifl.i.riis; 
'nioiv's iilciismit Tiviuf-ilali-, a land 

Ma.ki hlyilii- wiih [ilonirh aivl lutrroi 
Why throw away a ncudtul day 

To go in searuh of Yarrow :- 
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YARROW INVlSITKn. 

" Wlmt's YuiTow l)iit a river \m\'v. 

Tluit ^li(U's the dark hills uii(it'rr 
Then' are a thousand such elsewliere 

As worthy of your wonder.'* 
Stranj^e words thev seeniM of sli«;ht and scorn ; 

Mv true-love siijli'd for sorn)w. 
And look'd me in the face, to think 

I thus could speak of Yarrow! 

** Oh! pfreen," said I, "are Yarrow's Holms. 

And sweet is Yarrow Howin^! 
Fair hauf^s the ap})lc frae the rock, 

Ihit we wull leave it growing. 
O'er hilly path, and open strath. 

We '11 wander Scotland thorough ; 
liut, though so near, we will not turn 

Into the Dale of Yarrow. 

'• lict Ixjcves and home-bred kine })artakc 
The sweets of Burn-mill meadow : 
! ' The swan on still St. Marv's Lake 

, I 

Float double, swan and shadow ! 

I 

We will not sec them ; will not go, 
'. To-dav, nor vet to-morrow ; 

Knough, if in our hearts we know 
There 's such a place as Yarrow. 
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*• He Yarrow Stn^am unseen, unknown ! 

It must, or we shall rue it : 
Wo have a vision of our own ; 

Ah ! whv should we undo it ? 
The treasured dreams of times long past. 

We '11 keep them, winsome marrow ! 
For when we 're there, although *tis fair, 

'Twill be another Yarrow ! 
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KmG HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT 

OF DREUX. 

He passed unquestionM through the camp, 

Their heads the soldiers bent 
111 silent reverence, or Ix^gg-'d 

A blessing as he went ; 
And so the Hennit pass'd along, 

And reach'd the roval tent. 

King Henry sate in his tent alone. 

The map before him lay ; 
Fresh conquests he was planning there 

To grace the future day. 

King Henry Hfted up liis eyes 

The intruder to l>ehold ; 
With reverence he the Hermit saw, 

For the holy man was old , 
His look was gentle as a Saint's, 

And yet his eye was lx)ld. 

** Repent thee, Henr}", of the wrongs 
Which thou hast done this land ! 
King, repent in time, for know 
The judgment is at hand. 
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KING HENUT V. AND THE Iir.I.'MlT OF DRKUX. 

*' I have pass'd forty years of ])onoo 
Besiilo tlio rivtr J>lais(\ 
Hut what a woi^ht of woo luist thou 
Laid on mv hit i or davs ! 

*' I used to SIC aloii'^ the stream 
The whife sail Lrl'ding' down, 
That wafte<l iood in ]>(^Tt(^r limes 
To yonder peaeefid town. 

" ITenrvI I never now ])ehol(l 

ft 

The wliitc? sail ^lidinLT <lown ; 
Famine, Disease, and Deatli, and Thou 
De.>troy that wretelied town. 

** I used to liear tlie traveller's voice 
Art here he j)a>s'd alon;;. 
Or maiden, as she loiter'd home, 
Sinfjin^r her evi*n->onLr. 

*• No traveller's vo:<\^ mav now bo heard. 
In fear he hastens l)v ; 
Hut 1 have heard the villnjije maid 
In vain lor succour cry. 

" I used to see the youths row down, 
And watch tlie dripping oar, 
A.s pleasantly tlieir viol's tones 
C:ime soften'd to the shore. 





** King Henry, many a blaeken'd cori)s« 
I novv' .sec lloatiui' down! 
Tho.i man of blood I repent iu time. 



And leave lh"s 'Icaguer'd town. 
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The Hennit heard King Henrj' npeak, 
And angrily look'd down ; — 

HJB fact! wiw guntlu, and for that 
Mon' Hulenin wna his fi-own. 







KINt; HKNKY V. AND THK UKRMIT OF DKEL'X. 

** What if no inii*aole t'roin Heaven 
The murderer's arm contix)!, 
'I'liink you for that the weight of blood 
Lies lighter on liis soul r 

'' Thou conciueror King, repent hi time, 
Or dread tlie coming woe ! 
For, Henry, thou ha«t heard the threat. 
And soon shalt feel the blow!" 

King Henry forced a cai-eless smile. 
An the Hermit went his way ; 

But Henry soon remend)er\l him, 
Upon his dying day, 
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THE THREE FISHERMEX. 

Tiihek fiBhers went sailing out into the West, 
Out into the West as the sun went domi ; 
Kac'h thought of the wowian who loved him the test, 

And the children stood watching thom out of the town : 

For men must work, and wtTmen must weep, 

And there's little to earn, and many to keep, 

Tlioiigh the harlmnr-bar l>e moaning. 

Tlireo wives nat up in tlie lighthouse tower. 

And trimm'd the lamps as the sun went down, 

And tliey look'd at the squall, ami they look'd at the shover, 

And the raek it came rolling up, ragged and brown ; 

But men must work, and women must weep. 

Though storms he sodden, and waters deep, 

And the harboiw-bar lie rai.ming. 

Three corjiscs lay out on the shining sands, 

In the morning gleam, as the tide went down. 

And the women are watching and wringing their hands. 
For those who will never come home to the town. 
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But men must work, and wiinicn must wwp. 

And the Booncr it's over, the s(>nner to slecii. 

And giMxI-bj-f to the bar and its moaning. 
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^Vni) is this Yarrow r — 77//^ the stream 

Of which m^v fancy chcrish'd. 
So faithfully, a waking dream ? 

An image that hath ])erish'd ! 
O that some minstrel's harp were near, 

To utter notes of gladness, 
And chiuse this silence from the air, 

That tills my heart with sadness ! 

Yet why ? — a silvery cunvnt flows, 

With uncontroird meanderings ; 
Nor have these eves hv crreener hills 

Been soothed, in all my wanderings. 
And, through her depths, St. Mary's Lako 

Is visibly delighted ; 
For not a feature of those hills 

Is in the miiTor slighted. 



A blue sky bends o'er Yan*ow Vale, 

Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is round the rising siin diffused, 

A tender, hazy brightness ; 
Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes 

All j)rofitless dejection ; 
Though not unwilling here to admit 

A pensive recollection. 
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YAIiROW VISITKI). 

Where wrs it tliat the fjimoiis Flower 

Of Yarrow Vale Ijiv ])lee(linir? 
His bed, j^eT'chance. was yon srnootli mound 

On which the herd is feediiipf : 
And haply from tliis crystal })ool, 

Xow peaeeiul as the morning. 
The Water- wraith ascended thrice, 

And jyfave his doleful warning. 

Delicious is the lav that sinj^ 

The haunts of happy lovei's. 
The palh that leads them to the grove. 

The leafv jn'ove that covers : 
And Pitv sanctifies the verse 

That paints, ])y strength of sorrow, 
The uncon([uerable strength of love ; 

Bear witness, rueful Yarrow I 

But thou, that didst appear so fair 

To fond imagination, 
Dost rival in the li«cht of dav 

Her delicate creation : 
Meek lovehness is round thee spread, 

A softness still aiul holv ; 
The grace of torest ehai'ins decay M, . 

And pastoral melancholy. 

That region left, the A'ale unfolds 

Kieh gi'oves of lofty stature. 
With YaiTOw winding through the pomp 

Of cultivated nature ; 
And, rising from those lofty groves, 

I^ehold a ruin lioarv I 
Tlie shatterM frcmt of Newark's towers, 

RenownM in J^order s!ory. 
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YAKKIJW VIHITEH. 

Fair kci'iics for KhiliUioiMl's i>pt'iiiiig bloum, 
Fur spcii-tivi? j-imtli lo sfroy in : 

For iiinuliiH)il lo ciiiDj- liis strvngth ; 
Ami age to wear iiway in ! 

Yon ciittagi' at'fmw h liower of bliss, 

<lt't(')uli-r Ihoiiglils llmt iii'stio tlii-rt', 
Tli.'ljn.<«iofrlmslviiffrHioii, 
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How Kwift, oil tliix nutumnal day. 
Tlic wihUwooil fruits to pitliiT, 

Ami ij|] (iiy triu'-love'M forolteacf plant 
A I'lvsl of blooiuiii),' hcntlier! 
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YAKKOW VISITKI*. 

Anil wliHt if I I'liwrcathM iiiv own ! 

'Tvvert' no ott'enct' to reason ; 
Tilt' soIkt liills thus dork tht'ir l>r<»\vs 

To meet ihv wintry season. 

I see — but not by si^ht alone. 

Loved Yarrow, have 1 won thee I 
A ray of fancy still survives — 

Her sunshine plays upon thee! 
Thy ever youthful watei*s keep 

A course of lively pleasure ; 
And gladsome notes my lips can breathe. 

Accordant to the measure. 

'I'he vapours linger round the heights. 

They melt — and soon nmst vanish ; 
One hour is theirs, nor moi'o is mine - 

Sad thought, which I would banish, 
l^ut that 1 know, where'er 1 go, 

Thy genuine image, Yarrow ! 
Will dwell with me — to heighten joy, 

And cheer my mind in sorrow. 
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I 'll «■,■,! yc to my yoi.i-i.'-' 

,\miy.-%liJilllx-liisl,ri,lc; 
Aiul y j^hnl! be liis livi.ic. I;i,iy,-, 

Sm- (onifly to be sen ;' 
Hill ayo slic ],->( lli<' l,';ii-s down fa' 

For Jock .<' H:.wl<iriLll. 

■■ Xo«- Ifl tljis wilfu' ^Ti.-f U. (loiio. 

Aiul <lry tlml clicfk Ko|>iilf; 
Yiuuifi Kr....k is diii-r of Kmii{rton, 

Aiidlonlof Ln.ifrlcy-.liilu ; 
His sU'|> is tii-st in [iciui'liil hu", 

HisHminl in killb ki-cn ;" 
Hill HVf shi- looi tia- tonrs down fa' 

ForJofk ..■ Ili./i-liican, 

" A fliaiii tA' golil yu siill not lack. 

Nor braid to bind yonr liuir, 
Nor mottleii hound, nor managed hawk. 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair ; 
And you, the foremost o' them ft'. 

Shall ride our forest c]Ueen :" 
But aye she lout the tears down fa' 

For Joek o' Hazeldean. 




JOCK HAZELDIAK. 

The kirk waa deck*d at mommg-tide, 

The tapers gliiiiiner*d fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And dame and knight are there : 
They sought her baith by bower and ha* ; 

The ladye was not seen ! 
She's o'er the Border, and awa' 

Wi' Jock o' Hazeldean. 
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THE STORMY PETKEL. 



A TiifiUi<ANi> miles from land arc we. 
Tossing about on the roarin(f sea ; 
From billow to bounding billow cast, 
Like fleocy snow on the stormy blasl. ; 
Thp sails arc swittcr'd abroad, like weeds, 
The strong masts shake like quivering reedfi. 




TIIK STOKMY PETKKL. 

The miofhty cables, and iron eliains, 
The hull, which all carthlv strenii:th disdains. 
They strain and they crack, and hearts like stone, 
Their natural, hard, proud strcnrrtli disown. 

Up and down ! u]> an<l down I 

From the l)ase of the wave to the ])illow's crown. 

And amidst the ilashin<r and feathery foam. 

The Storm V Petrel fin<ls a honu*,- - 

A home, if such a place may he. 

For her who lives on the wide, wide sea, 

On the crai'jrv ice. in the frozen air, 

And only seeketh her rocky lair 

To warm her younij, and to teach them spring 

At once o'er the waves on tin* storm v win<r. 

O'er the dec^p I o'er the deep I 

Where the wliale, and the shark, and the sworil-fish sleep, 

Outtlying" the ])la.st and the driving rain, 

The Petrel tcllcth her tale, in vain - 

For the mariner curseth the warning bird. 

That brinireth him news of the storm unheard. 

Ah! thus doth the prophet of good or ill, 

Meet hate from the creatun; he serveth still ; 

Yet he ne'er falters — so, Petrel, sj)ring 

Once more o'er the waves on thy stormy wing ! 
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THK BRKEZE IX THE CHURCH. 

'TwAs a suimy dny, and the morniiif^ psalm 
We baiif^ in the cliiiivh tog-etlier; 

We felt in our hearts the joy and ealni 
Of tlie eahn and joyous weather. 

The sk>\v, and sweet, an<l sacred s*i-aiii. 

Throu^li every Ik^soui stealiiitr, 
Clieek'd every tlioujj^ht that was light and vain. 

And waked each lioly feeling. 




We knew by its sunny LHeam how clear 
Was the blue sky smiling o'er us. 

An<l in every imuse in tlie hvmn coidl hear 
Tiie wild birds' happy chorus. 
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And lo I from its haunts l)y cjive or rill 

VV^ith a sudden start awakinir 
A bi'eeze came fluttering down the hill. 

Its fragrant pinions shaking. 

Thi*ough the open windows it bent its way. 

And down the chancers centre. 
Like a })rivileged thing tliat at will nnght stray. 

And in holy places enter. 

From niclic to niche, from n(K>k to nook. 

With a lightsome rustle flying. 
It lifted the leaves of the Holy Book, 

On the altar-eushion lying. 
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THE H1?KKZF IN TIIK rHlRrH. 

Ti faiin'd the old clerk's hoary hair, 
And the childrtm's bright young faces ; 

Then vanish 'd, none knew how or where, 
Leaving its plejisant traces. 

It left sweet thoughts of summer hours 

S[)ent on tlie quiet mountains ; 
And the church seemVl full of the scent of flowers. 

And the trickling fall of fountains. 

Tlie image of scenes so still and fair 

With our music sweetly blended, 
While it seeraM their whisper d hymn took share 

In iho pniise that to heaven ascended. 

We thought of Him who had pour d the rills, 
And thn)ugh the green mountains led them. 

Whose hand, when He piled the enduring hills, 
With a mantle of beauty spread them. 

And a purer })assion was borne alwvo, 

In a louder anthem swelling, 
As we bow'd to the visible Spirit of Tjovc, 

On tlio.*<o calm summit.s dwelling. 
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THK BALLAD Of TilK BKAU-IIL'NTKRS. 



TilKKK Imnlcrs went a-huiitini' 

lit will! woods fur iiwiiy. 
To chiiSL' the bear on mouiituin slopes 

At.iawnmi^oftlm.lny. 
Tlicy met Uiime JoriM oti tlie roiicl, 

I'lniiip as a gonrd wiis she, 
Atii! with licr wuut her iliinfrhtcr bright, 
The rosp-wd JlargiTio. 

And it's whoop ! Oho! IMlo! Hallo! 

The luorn ia sliining fair. 
WhiH*])! Hollo! Hoy! and wish us joy, 
A-huiitii>g of the bear, 

" Oct supper for us, Joris, 

When we return to-night ; 
Good beer and wine, and crackling chine, 

And a fire-side warm and bright. 
Ere sets tlio sun, three hongiy men. 

We'll seek your hostelry ; 
And Bruin dead in his old grey ooat 

Shall bear as company. 




THE BALLAD OF THE BEAR-HUNTERS. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! HoUo ! Hallo ! 

The mom is shining fair. 
Whoop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! and wish us joy. 

A-hunting of the bear." 

** I've got," quo' she, " a ven'son haunch, 
A turkey serv^ed with braNvn, 
And foaming flagons of wine as good 

As ever from cask was drawn. 
And if you slay the shaggy bear 

That prowls our forests through, 
I'll find the meat, and share the drink, 
And charge you ne'er a sou. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! HoUo ! Hallo ! 

The mom is shining fair. 
Whoop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! I wish you joy, 
A-hunting of the bear." 
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" What wilt thou give us, maiden ?" 
Said Reinhold, whispering low. 
And clasp'd her by the yielding hand, 

That nobody might know. 
" I wish for something better than wine, 

Better than golden fee, — 
A look, a smile, or word of love. 
From rose-red Margerie. 

For it's whoop ! Oho ! HoUo ! HaUo ! 

The mom is shining fair: 
Whoop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! and wish me joy, 
A-hunting of the bear." 
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THK HA LI, AD OF THK HKAR-HrNTKKS. 

. " I'll ^ive," ([uo' she, "a squeezing hand 
When n«)bo(ly is nigh, 
A whisperM word, a favouring smih», 

A t Avinkh; of the eye. 
I'll give ; — but what have I to give, 

Ahliough I speak so free, 
Unless it be a vow of tinith. 
And the heart of Margerie ? 

For it's whoop ! Oho! Hollo! Hallo! 

The morn is shining fair. 
Whoop! Hollo! Hoy! I wish you joy, 
A-hunting of the bear." 

They had their hunting on the hill, 

And merry men were they ; 
And a beaten foe was Bruin the bohl, 

At closing of the day. 
And Joris spread a regal feast, — 

The ven\son and the chine, 
Turkey and brawn, and snow-white cheese. 
And overflowing wine. 

And 'twas w^hoop ! Oho ! Hollo ! Hallo ! 

The wine-cup circles fair. 
Whoop ! Hollo ! Hoy ! 'tis ever joy, 
A-hunting of the bear. 

" We track'd his steps an hour ere noon — 
'Twas up amid the snow ; 
And then we track'd him down again, 
To his rocky dells below. 
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"And thun our shots — one — two— and tlin 



Went whizzing in his side ; 
And the echoes raised & thnnder tone. 
Ax lie howl'd his last, and died. 

And 'tis whoop ! Oho! HoIU>! I 

The wine-cup circles fair. 
Whoop! HoHo! Hoy! 'tis ever _ 
A-hunting of the bear." 







THE BALLAD OF THE BEAR-HUNTERS. 

And Rcinhold pledged his maiden "bright 

Again and yet again : 
" I've woo'd thee, Margerie, many a month, — 

Oh, help mo ont of pain !" 
" There, take my hand," said ^Nfargerie fair, 

" And wed me, while you can ; 
But go no more a-hunting, 
When you're a married man. 

For his whoop ! Oho ! Hollo ! Hallo ! 

The bachelor may care ; 
But married men should stay «it home 
From the hunting of the beai*." 
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I vva:nj)Erkj) my tiik brook-side. 

I WAXDEKKP by the brook-side, 

I wandoivd bv the mill, — 
r could not hear the brook How, 

The iioisv wheel was still ; 
Thei*e wiis ik.j burr of gni.sshopj)or. 

No chirp of auy bird. 
But the Ixjating of my owu heart 

Was all the sound I heard. 

I sat beside the elui-tree, 

I watch'd the long, long sliade, 
And, as it grew still longer, 

I did not feel afniid ; 
For 1 listcn'd for a footfall, 

I listen'd for a word, — 
IJut the beatintr of my own heart 

Was all the sounfl J heard. 
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I WANUKKKD MY THK IU{<>oK-'SII)K, 

The evoniii^ air ])ass'(l by niv cheek. 
Tile leaves above wei*e stiiT'd, — 

IJiit the b(»itiiit>: <>^ ii^y '>^^'i» beart 
AVas all tbe south! I lieai'(b 

Fast silent teai's W(M'e tlowiiiLT. 

Wben sonietbinir stood behind, 
A hand was on inv shonlder. 

I kn(nv its toueh was kind : 
It drew me nearer— nearer, — 

We did not speak one word. 
l'\>r the bi'atinir of oui' own hearts 

Was all the sound we heard. 
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THE liATTLK OF HLENHKIM 



li wan a summer eveiiinir. 
Old Kas]mr's work was done. 

Ami ho boibro his cottajxe door 
Was sitting in the sun. 

And by him s])ort(*d on tlie green 

His little grandchild Wilhelmine. 

Slie saw her ])rother Peterkin 
Koll something large and round, 

Whieh he beside the rivulet 
In i>laying there had found ; 

ITe came to ask what he had fbimd. 

That was so large, and smooth, and round. 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy, 

Who stood expectant by ; 
And then the old man shook his head, 

And. \\dth a natural sigh, 
*' Tis some poor fellow's skull," said lie, 
'* Who fell in the great victory. 

" I find them in the garden, 

For there's many here about ; 
And often when I go to plough, 

The ploughshare turns them out 
For many thousand men," said he, 
•' Were slain in tlmt ofreat victory." 
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THK l!.MTI,K i>F HI.KNUr.lM. 

*' Now tell US what 'twas all alMmt." 

Yoiiiig IVtorkiu he cries : 
And little Wilhelniine looks ii]) 

AVith wonder-waiting eyes; 
*' Xow tell us all about the war, 
AtuI whnt thrv touirlit each other for/' 

'* It was the Knylish." Kaspar cried, 
" Wlio put the French to rout ; 
But what they fought each other for, 

T could not well make out ; 
I^it everybody said," quoth he, 
'* Tluit 'twas a famous victory. 

'* ^fv falhei" lived at Hlenheim then. 
Yon little stream hard by; 
They burnt his dwelling to the gi-ound. 

And he was forced to fly ; 
So with his wife and child he fled, 
Xoi* had h(» where to rest his head. 




*' AVitli lire and sword the country round 

Was wasted far and wide, 
And many a chil<ling mother then, 

And new-born baby died ; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

" They say it was a shocking sight 

After the field was won; 
For many thousand bodies here 

Lay rotting in the sun ; 
But things like that, you know, must be 
Ai\er a famous \Hctory. 
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niF hviim: mf tii.kxhkim. 

*'(jiv:it in-aist' iho Diiki* of !Miirlbn/ wnn. 
Ami (Mir ^o()(l Pnnco Kiif^onc/' 

*'AVliv 'twns ji vtM'v wu'kiMl tliiiiLc!" 
S;ii«l Ilttlo Wilhi'lminc. 

*' Xiiy, iiav, my litilo iripl," (pioth lu\ 

" [f was a fmiKMis victory. 

"And t'vi'rvlmdv nraisoti tho Duke 
AVho this <j;vK'ni i\*j:h\ did win." 

"Tint wlmi irt)od canic of it at last ? 
(JiU)lli little IVt«.'rkin. 

" Wliv. that I cannot tell," said he, 

■ 

'*15ut 'twas a ianioiw victory." 
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THIXK OF MK. 

iU, wiifiv iho wiilfi- gliik'lh t,'Witly vwr. 
(ilitk'lli thi'ou^h mi'iulowK timt tlif fri-t: 
(iu, lislcii til yuui- own Wuvid i-ivfr, 
Auil think of ino 1 



Waiuk'r in i'owsts, wlini; tlii' siiiiill flower Inyeth 

lis fniry gt'm Iwuciitli the friutit tive ; 
liift ti) tilt (lini limcik pining hs it pliiyctli, 
And tliiiik uf nit:' ! 
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All.) wlu-n ill.' sky Is silvt-r-|Ml.' ii 

Aii'lilii' wlu.l |:rit'VHli inlliol 

(ill oiii U-iimth the Military linivi 

AikI tiuiikof iiir! 
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A»a wlietL till' iLj.M.ii i-iM'tli. ..s slii- »-.']-<' iln'nriiin^. 

Ami In-ii'li'th witii wliiti' IWt tlx' lull.'.! s<;ii. 
<;.i. Ml<'i>t MS ,. slur. Wwnx\x lici' lx-.iTiiiii;r. 
Aii.l think "f rur! 
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